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THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 
Whenever you buy a shampoo, keep in mind one thought — 
hair tends to be dry, oily or normal. For this reason, three 
different Breck Shampoos have been developed. One Breck 
Shampoo is for dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for 
oily hair. A third Breck Shampoo is for normal hair. A 
Breck Shampoo is not drying to the hair, yet it cleans 
thoroughly. The Breck Shampoo for your individual hair 
condition leaves your hair soft, manageable and lustrous. 


The Three Breck Shampoos are available at Beauty Shops, Drug Stores, Department Stores and wherever cosmetics are sold. 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


TORNADO JONES. By TrRELLA LaM- 

son Dick. Wilcox and Follett Com- 
pany, $2.95. A boy by the name of Tornado 
could hardly be less than all boy in every 
sense of the word, and that is just what the 
hero of this story is. But there is more than 
aptness in Tornado’s name. There is a deep 
dark mystery (which the young man himself 
hates to have mentioned) about his name and 
his only inheritance, a beautiful old amber 
glass bell. Tornado also hates the dam which 
will flood the countryside and make it neces- 
sary for him and his grandmother to leave 
the farm, where they have lived very happily 
by themselves, and move into town with an 
unpleasant aunt and uncle. Tornado needs 
money—lots of it—and his only hope is in an 
old legend about gold buried in a nearby 
canyon. Naturally Tornado’s excitement is at 
fever pitch when he discovers two men dig- 
ging with every evidence of secrecy in the 
canyon. This is no moment for Paul, son of 
the engineer in charge of the dam, to put in 
an appearance. Tornado has never had a 
close friend and he has no intention of shar- 
ing his secrets, especially with anyone con- 
nected with the dam. But Paul’s warm friend- 
liness gradually wins him over, and the two 
boys have an exciting time handling Tor- 
nado’s problems together. Gram’s faith and 
sturdy philosophy that “good overbalances 
bad in this world” is amply justified by the 
satisfactory ending. The Nebraska back- 
ground is interesting; plenty of action and 
suspense keep you turning pages fast, and 
Tornado himself steals your heart. 


PATTY AND THE SPOONBILL. By 

HELEN Girvan. Funk and Wagnalls 
Company, $2.75. Patty Small was impulsive 
and outspoken and had a youthful habit of 
making snap judgments and rushing head- 
long into situations that sometimes became 
embarrassing. She never could get along with 
attractive Kathleen Lane. Kathleen had a way 
of making extravagant statements, and Patty 
had fallen into the habit of rudely contradict- 
ing everything the other girl said. Patty had 
a good deal of artistic talent, planned to 
study costume design next winter. She was 
shattered to learn that Kathleen intended to 
enroll in the same school to study the self- 
same thing—costume design. No wonder Patty 
didn’t look forward to a summer at Creek 
House, her Uncle George’s country home, 
when she learned it was in the town where 
Kathleen always spent her summers. Uncle 
George was an art enthusiast and collected 
Audubon prints. Patty’s feeling about Kath- 
leen was really less childish than her uncle’s 
feud with his old friend and rival collector, 
C. B. Deane. When Patty dated C. B.’s grand- 
son, Chris Warren (an old friend of Kath- 
leen’s) and Halsey King (a young artist who 
was teaching Patty) became interested in 
Kathleen and Uncle George’s valuable Audu- 
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When to ease the 


tension with 
~BEECH-NUT GUM 





Having a new hair-do flare-up? 
Curls got too much spring? Did the 
scissors zig instead of zag? Simmer 
down, gal. Ease the tension with 
Beech-Nut Gum. 





Hemming and hawing? Don’t know 
where to start on that dress for the 
big dance? Reach for a stick of 
Beech-Nut Gum. It helps you settle 
down, get organized. 














Date phones late? Don’t bite your 
pretty nails. You know you'll say 
yes, when he calls. So relax with 
Beech-Nut Gum. The long-lasting 
flavor is always refreshing. 


Need an allowance hike? Rehearse 
your sales talk. Deliver it to Dad 
convincingly. When he says yes, a 
long minty Beech-Nut kiss makes a 
real thank you. 









Bonnie Reni 


dresses for the young teen-ager 
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Feel and look so grown-up, in the dreamiest dresses 
ever seen at the soda shop! Sculptured-stripe 
cotton and sculptured diamond-’n-dot nylon... 
both crested with sharp-as-a-whistle white! 
Certainly washable...sizes 8 to 14. 

Left: about $8...right: about $9. 


At fine stores everywhere...or write Resenau Bros., inc., Philadelphia 29, Pa. 














bon spoonbill print disappeared, things began 
to pop. Before the mystery was solved, Patty 
was not the only one who had received an 
unforgettable lesson in self-control and hu- 
man understanding. The tangled relations of 
interesting people, sketched with warmth and 
humor, make this an entertaining story. 


MIG O’ THE MOOR. By Nancy Car- 

FREY. E. P. Dutton and Company, 
Inc., $2.50. “As long as there are horses, the 
O’Haras will ride, and bring fame and glory 
to the name,” so ran.the old saying. For 
generations in Ireland, and now in America, 
the O’Haras were famous horsemen—riders, 
jockeys, breeders, trainers. But the last 
O’Hara, motherless, redheaded, freckle-faced 
Danny, was so afraid of horses he couldn't 
bear even to go near one. Imagine the heart- 
ache both for the boy and his father, hand- 
some, quick-tempered Mike O’Hara. Danny, 
grieving over his cowardice and the loss of 
his father’s respect, turned to his father’s 
friend, understanding Shawn Flynn. In 
Shawn’s stables was a great gray stallion he 
had acquired under most unusual and mys- 
terious circumstances during his last trip to 
Ireland. There was something strange about 
the beautiful gray horse and not the least 
strange thing was the fact that Danny was 
immediately drawn to him. Some mysterious 
affinity seemed to exist between boy and 
horse. A few days later Shawn was astounded 
to see Danny ride into the stable mounted 
on the big animal both men and horses feared. 
A final quarrel with Mike sent Danny to live 
with Shawn, where the boy held doggedly 


-to a suddenly acquired dream of proving him- 


self to his father by winning the Tri-County 
Gold Cup race, three miles over timber! Far 
from being a jockey, Danny had first to 
learn the rudiments of riding and jumping. 
Working to the point of exhaustion, grimly 
enduring the punishment of terrifying rides 
and spills, the boy with the reputation of a 
coward startled Shawn by his grit and de- 
termination. Seeing that nothing could stop 
Danny, Shawn called in an O’Hara uncle, a 
famous trainer, as the day of the big race 
approached. The two men were worried. 
Would Danny’s new-found courage desert 
him? Would his short period of training stand 
the strain? What would happen to his spirit 
if he failed? What would be the effect on 
Mike O’Hara when he discovered what his 
son was up to? Was there really something 
fey, something enchanted about the gray stal- 
lion? The day of the big race would tell. An 
unusual, delightfully different horse story 
that holds your interest to the end. 


THE BOOK OF GAMES FOR BOYS AND 

GirRis. By Evetyne Borst. A. S. 
Barnes and Company, $3.50. This is written 
for adults and older girls and boys who, for 
one reason or another, are interested in lead- 
ing others in games. It tells how to lead play, 
with or without equipment; describes games 
for holidays and various other occasions; 
shows how games may be adapted to indoors, 
outdoors, gymnasiums, celebrations, or pic- 
nics, and gives instructions for an amazing 
number and variety of games for all age 
groups. Junior counselors, troop leaders, baby 
sitters, or girls planning parties at home or at 
school should find it just what they need. 

THE END 





You may order books reviewed on these pages 
from the bog publishers, in care of the 
magazine. Please make checks or money of- 
ders payable to the book publisher, not to 
THE AMERICAN GIRL. 
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A boy, a girl, and plenty of “pop” records—a sure-fire 
formula for fun. Our cover girl, Carol Lee, shows her es- 
cort a real find in a musical hit. We think she’s just os 
lucky with her dress. The sleeveless shirtwaist top tucks 
into a wide, cummerbund belt with an all-in-one effect. 
Full sweep of a skirt is enhanced with its own attached 
petticoat. (Note the perky ruffle peeking out to match 
the cummerbund print.) All this in that wonderfully wash- 
able, crease-resistant Bates Disciplined cotton. Comes in 
Venetian blue or citron with print trim; by glen of michi- 


gan; Sizes 8-14 subteen; about $11. Stores on page 66. 


Susscription Price: $3.00 for one year, $5.00 for two years. Foreign, 
Pan-American, and Canadian, $.60 extra a year for postage, $1.20 for 
two years. Remit by money order for foreign or Canadian subscriptions. 
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Right in uniform, right for school or 
play. Avonite Soles are approved for 
the Official Girl Scout Shoe because 
they meet all the quality standards set 
for your protection. 


Avonite Soles are waterproof, stay firm 
and flat, and keep the shoes in shape. 
They protect feet and shoe uppers 
from ground dampness. They are flex- 
ible, comfortable, never need 

breaking in. Always look 
for these marks when 
you buy your shoes. 





Brownie Shoes have 
Avonite Soles, too. And tell the rest of 
your family to look for this Solemark 
of Quality on all their shoes. Families 
save plenty with long wearing Avonite 
Soles. 


not on all shoes 
... just the best ones 
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BATES FABRICS, INC., 8O WORTH STREET, NEW YORK 13 


RIEGEL & DECHTER lights up a little solid-color shrug jacket with lots of sparkly black beads, adds it to this pert print 
dress... piped in black at the neckline, cinched in with a shapely, shiny black belt. Both print and plain are Bates Disciplined 
Fabric, the amazing cotton that releases creases, needs less launderin 


g, irons smooth with a stroke, keeps its crisp fresh 
look forever. Jacket matches pink or aqua print on white ground. Subteen sizes 8 to 14. About $11 
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BATES FABRICS, INC., 8O WORTH ST., NEW YORK 13 


chooses this conversation-piece print for the wing-collared top of this versatile two-piece charmer. 

GLEN of MICHIGAN ch th tion-| print for th g-collared top of th tile two- I 

Skirt has attached organdy farthingale to emphasize its gentle fullness. Print and plain are both Bates Disciplined 
ic, the made-to-behave cotton that releases creases, launders in a jiffy, takes a minimum of ironing, keeps looking li 

Fabric, th le-to-bel tton that rel laund jiffy, tak f g, keeps looking like 


new all its life. Venetian blue or citron. Subteen sizes 8 to 14. About $9. 
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BATES FABRICS, INC., BO WORTH STREET, NEW YORK 13 


LaCROSSE styles a go-everywhere shirtwaist dress in a perky "possum print. Bodice is shirred and stitched all over, 
shaped belt has medallion that matches print. A cinch to launder because it’s Bates Disciplined Fabric, the wonder 
cotton that stays clean longer, needs no pressing between wearings, no starch ever. It washes in jig time, irons smooth 


with a stroke, keeps that lustrous crispness always. Grey print on pink or maize. Subteen sizes 8 to 14. About $11. 
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BATES FABRICS, INC., 8O WORTH STREET, NEW YORK 13 


R.A.R. designs a party-pretty dress with a charming scooped neckline cuffed with the pansy print, filled in with rhine- 
stone-sprinkled nylon net in matching pastel shade. Made of Bates Disciplined Fabric, the wonderful cotton that releases 
creases, looks spick-and-span between launderings, whisks through suds and dries in a hurry. It irons smooth with a stroke, 


never loses its crisp freshness. Blends of pink, lime or maize. Subteen sizes 8 to 14. About $11. 
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See how much 
| smarter 


you can be 


... with a SINGER! 


it's a snap to be smart—when you sew your own 
clothes. On a tiny budget you can own a terrific ward- 
robe—fashion-book clothes that take you right to the 
top of your class! 

And sewing’s so much fun—with your very own 
SINGER portable to lend a helping hand! Whichever 
type you choose, it’s smooth running and depend- 
able as only a SINGER can be—and so convenient to 
take along to sewing “‘bees”’ and on to college! 


You'll find a big selection of SINGER portables—at 
prices you can afford—at the SINGER SEWING CENTER. 
(Address in phone book under SINGER SEWING MA- 
CHINE CO.) Experts give you a complete sewing 
course free, when you buy a SINGER. 





Even if you’re “just looking,” you'll find the Center 
a fascinating place—chock full of things you need 
for sewing! Bring Mother in for a visit—soon! 


SINGER prices start at $94.50. 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


There’s one near you fo serve you 







r % 
McCall’s Pattern #9673 
















For home, for college — a SINGER portable just for you! 
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SINGER Budget Portable. You can own a SINGER FEATHERWEIGHT* Portable. ‘SINGER Slant-Needle Portable. New! 


dependable, sure-stitching SINGER* Sewing A joy to carry! It’s made of alumir--m, For easier seeing as you sew, needle slants 
Machine for less than you think! Compact weighs only 11 lbs. 1 oz. Sews forward or towards you instead of being straight up 
portable has round bobbin, back tack stitch, back, has round bobbin, many helpful and down. Seam-width guides; other ex- 
does decorative sewing without attach- SINGER features! Just the thing for college clusive features. Aluminum in beige or 
ments. Handsome carrying case. —and a lifetime of sewing pleasure! black—a lightweight marvel! 





w 


*A Trade-Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY, Copyright, U. S. A., 1952, 1954, by THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. All rights reserved for all countries. 
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by EMILY REBECCA PAGE 


Illustrations by Sylvia Haggander 


Have you ever shared Sally's experience 
of feeling misunderstood by her family? 


at the white arm band with its blue “S. C.” for Stu- 

dent Council. The other bands, hanging on the rack 
near the door, were blue. They- belonged to the_reguilar 
council members, but the white band signified the presi- 
dent, and today’s election had suddenly made it Sally’s. 

Slowly she removed the band and moved toward the 
rack to hang it with the others; then she stopped abruptly 
and refastened it about her arm. She would wear it home 
to show her family. When her parents saw it and realized 
that she was the Student Council president, perhaps they 
would think of her as a real person, instead of a convenient 
baby sitter for the younger children. For once, their atten- 
tion would be on her. Maybe now they would realize that 
at school she was really somebody. 

Suddenly anxious to get home with her news, Sally 
snatched up her books and hurried from the room. Once 
outside the building, she fairly flew along the sidewalk. 
It was idiotic to keep grinning, all by herself, but her lips 
just wouldn't stay in a straight line. 

She bounded up the porch steps and burst through the 
front door. Her mother looked up with a smile from where 
she sat in the living room, but Sally's own smile faded as 
she saw Mrs. Bates. With her there, the news would have 
to wait. No one else had a chance to talk when Mrs. Bates 
had the floor. Sally dropped her books on a table and greet- 
ed her mother and her guest politely. 

Mrs. Bates nodded absent-mindedly and continued, “I’m 
so proud of John. He’s doing very well in high school.” 

Sally brightened. Perhaps John had already told his 


Se: sToop in the empty schoolroom, looking down 
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mother about the election. Maybe Mrs. 
Bates would speak of it now, and Mother 
would realize, better than if Sally told 
the news herself, that she had a daughter 
of some importance at school, however 
much she was overlooked at home. 

But Mrs. Bates went on, “John got B in 
advanced algebra this term.” 

“I understand how proud you must be,” 
Sally’s mother said. Sally held her breath, 
waiting to hear Mother boast right back 
about her daughter. Though she didn’t yet 
know about the Student Council election, 
she could say that Sally had received an 
A in algebra. And in Latin, too. 

But her mother continued, “I know 
what pleasure I take in Jane’s arithmetic 
papers when they show a good mark.” 

Sally stared at her mother. Jane’s pa- 
pers! Wasn’t Sally’s mark in advanced al- 
gebra more important than Jane’s little 
fifth-grade papers? 

She slumped back in her chair, sudden- 
ly feeling as let down as if an elevator 
had dropped her from the tenth floor to 
the basement. After a moment, she got to 
her feet and stumbled from the room. 

“Oh, Sally,” her mother called after her, 
“will you get the baby? He’s been awake 
for some time.” 


Sally climbed the stairs blindly. 
Here goes the baby sitter again, she 
thought bitterly. At school, people elected 
her council president, but at home her 
own mother treated her like a Cinderella. 

As she opened the door to the baby’s 
room, he crowed delightedly. Sally bent 
over the crib and blew in his fat neck. He 
gurgled with laughter. “I was elected a 
president, today,” Sally whispered in his 
ear. The baby’s chubby arms shot out on 
either side, as if in amazement. At least 
someone in this house appreciates me, 
Sally thought, even if it is only a baby 
who can’t even talk. 

Downstairs, the front door was closing 
after Mrs. Bates. Sally picked up the baby 
and carried him down to the kitchen. Her 
mother took him from her arms and sat 
him in the high chair. As she turned 
toward the stove, where the baby’s food 
was warming, she patted Sally's arm. 
Sally caught her breath. Now was the mo- 
ment! In another second, her mother 
would look back at the arm she had just 
patted, belatedly conscious of the woolly 
felt she had touched. 

But her mother set the dish of mashed 
carrots on the high-chair tray and gave 
all her attention to the baby. Sally couldn't 
help noticing the fond way her mother 
smiled at him. She seemed to have forgot- 
ten all about Sally; she hadn't even no- 
ticed the arm band or inquired about her 
eldest daughter’s day at school. 

Watching the loving smile on her moth- 
er's face, Sally could imagine it still there, 
in years to come, when the baby was a 
high school boy, like John Bates. No 
doubt her mother would boast about her 
son then, just as Mrs. Bates had done. But 
she never boasted about her eldest daugh- 
ter, who was in high school right now. 


12 


Maybe I’m not really her child at all, Sally 
thought. Maybe I’m just the child some 
friend or relative left for Mother and Dad 
to bring up. 

“Patty won't sleep tonight if she doesn’t 
wake up now,” her mother said. “Be a 
dear, Sally, will you, and get her up from 
her nap?” 

Sally turned from the room without an- 
swering. First the baby, now Patty. It was 
plain her mother thought of Sally only to 
order her to do something for the little 
ones. But what else could a Cinderella 
expect? 

As she approached Patty’s room, Sally 
was scowling, but she had to laugh at the 
sight of her little sister. Patty was already 
up and dressed, but not in her own clothes. 
She looked so adorable, Sally couldn’t be 
cross. 

“Hey, that’s my good plaid skirt you're 
dragging on the floor!” she protested. “I 
hope you didn’t get any lipstick on it!” 

Patty hitched up the skirt, and her 
brightly painted lips curved in a smile. 
“I’m Mrs. Bates,” she said, “and I was just 
coming to call on you and tell you all 
about John’s report card.” 

“You've been listening on the stairs,” 
Sally accused. “Well, come on. Let’s show 
Mother how you've dressed up.” She 
picked up the hem of the plaid skirt and 
snapped it against Patty’s legs. Patty 
shrieked happily and galloped from the 
room, a runaway pony with Sally as driver. 

“Whoa!” Sally ordered, at the kitchen 
doorway. “Oh, Mother!” she trilled..“Mrs. 
Bates is here again!” 

“What!” Her mother’s head” turned 
sharply. Then she laughed. “Oh, it’s Pat- 
ty!” She exchanged a smiling glance with 
Sally. “That’s just the way you used to 
dress up, when you were little, Sally,” she 
said. “Watching Patty and Jane is like 
having you all over 

Only better, Sally thought bitterly, be- 
cause they’re your own children. She felt 
tears stinging her eyes and looked away 
quickly, but her mother had turned 
toward the back deor, as Jane burst in. 

Jane was all smiles. She threw her jack- 
et on a chair and stood in the middle of 
the kitchen, looking about expectantly. 

“Hang up your jacket, Jane,” her moth 
er said automatically. 

Jane scowled and pushed out her lower 
lip. “Don’t you notice anything?” she 
wailed. 

Jane sees what it’s like to come home 
from school and find Mother too busy to 
listen, Sally thought sympathetically. 

Her mother scraped up the last of the 
baby’s carrots. “Why don’t you dress up 
_ Patty?” she suggested absent-mind- 
edly. 

Jane’s face brightened and she dashed 
for the stairs, with Patty after her, trip- 
ping over the long skirt. Already Jane was 
absorbed in the idea of the game her 
mother had suggested. She never had to 


Hat: 


worry about being left out of things. She 
wasn't the uninteresting, eldest daughter, 

Maybe Dad would listen to her news 
when he came home. It would seem much 
more important anyway, announced at 
the dinner table. 

But at dinnertime, there was still no 
chance to talk. Patty clamored to have her 
meat cut up; Jane had to tell about the 
trip her class had taken to the airport. 

Sally bit her lip as she watched the at- 
tentive way her mother and father bent 
toward the younger children, with as 
much interest as if they really had some- 
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thing important to say. They wouldn't 
listen to her like that, Sally thought for- 
lornly, even if she told them about being 
elected president of the Student Council. 

When her father passed her the dish of 
mashed potatoes, he looked right at her. 
But he never noticed the arm band. He 
only smiled, indifferently it seemed to Sal- 
ly, and turned to ask Jane about the 
weather station at the airport. 

Sally wanted none of the potatoes. She 
couldn’t get the food she already had on 
her plate past the lump in her throat. She 
passed the dish to her mother. 


“Well, Sally, what happened in school 
today?” her mother asked. 

Sally’s lips parted eagerly, but her 
mother had turned to steady the glass of 
milk Patty had almost spilled. Sally closed 
her lips tightly. Mother needn’t try to be 
polite. Sally knew she wasn’t really inter- 
ested in anything her eldest daughter 
might say. All Mother seemed to care 
about was the little children. 

The best way to get attention in this 
house, Sally thought, nursing her misery, 
was to be helpless or gurgle baby talk. 

As she watched Patty, her little sister’s 


rosy face blurred, but Sally did not wipe 
away the tears that clouded her vision. 
No one would bother to notice them. 

When she had been small and curly- 
headed like Patty, her parents probably 
had thought her pretty special. But now 
she was no longer a cute little thing, and 
the others had taken her place. Hadn't 
Mother said this very afternoon that each 
new baby was like having Sally a baby all 
over again? Wasn't that proof that Sally 
herself had grown beyond the age when 
her mother cared about her? 

Blindly she picked up her plate and 
carried it to the kitchen. Then, as her 
mother cleared the table, Sally stacked 
the dishes and began to fill the dishpan. 

“There’s_still dessert,” her mother re- 


“I don't want any.” 

“Oh, dear, you aren't going to be sick, 
are you?” 

Now she’s thinking about what a nui- 
sance it would be if I got sick, Sally 
— She doesn’t really care at all how 
I feel. 

All by herself, she washed the dishes, 
listening to the voices of the rest of the 
family, lingering over their dessert in the 
dining room. Then (Continued on page 32) 
























































What makes a girl popular with boys? Andrea's 


amusing story may answer this question for you 


HINGS WORK OuT in the weirdest 
way sometimes. Now you take 
Andrea. Don’t get me wrong; I 
don’t mean nobody else could take her, 
because honestly lots of people would. 
Grandmothers and babies just dote on 
her. She is that clean, honest, athletic 
type that is always being pointed out to 
other teen-agers as a shining example. 
liut boys... 

Well, I’m Andrea’s best friend, but I 
have to admit she hasn't that certain 
something that brings males on the run. 
I put a lot of thought into figuring how 
to get her a whiff of popularity before 
her character became warped and she 


ended up a phys. ed. teacher or worse. 

“You're really awfully nice-looking,” I 
told her, as we sprawled across my bed 
one evening, studying for next day’s his- 
tory quiz. 

Andrea snorted. “Wholesome-looking. 
Like bread and milk.” 

“Well, ye-es,” I admitted, leaning on 
my elbow to consider her. Andrea has 
soft, straight, wheat-colored hair and clear 
blue eyes, and the kind of milk-fair skin 
that makes lipstick look like a deplorable 
accident. And her figure is a bit too mus- 
cular from tennis and basketball and 
bowling to look femme-fatalish in a for- 
mal. “But in a gym suit you outclass every 


gal in phys. ed.,” I followed my train of 
thought aloud. 

Andrea sighed heavily. “That's great. I 
suppose I should wear a gym suit to your 
party next Saturday.” 

Right then I had the brain burst of my 
young life. 

“Sure you can!” I shrieked. “Why don't 
I make it a bowling party? I'll call that 
new place out in Riverdale for reserva- 
tions—what is it, Barney’s Bowl?” 

“But, Ginny, not many of the girls 
bowl! I’m the only one on a league team.” 

“That’s why!” I yelled, bound for the 
telephone. “Compared to you every fe- 
male will look like a horse and buggy in 
the atomic age! It'll be terrific!” 

Well, it was. Though not quite as I ex- 
pected. I insisted that Andrea wear an 
outfit of mine—over her alarmed protests 
that it wasn’t the right thing for bowling 
at all—and she was really an eye-smasher 
in trim, pleated shorts and a blouse of 
heaven-blue, even if the sleeves and arm- 
holes of the blouse were a little tight for 
athletic Andrea. 

But sometimes it takes more than new 
packaging to make customers look at the 
same old product, and that’s the way it 
was with Andrea and the boys I had in- 
vited. Before I could get control they had 
taken over and lined us into teams. Sure 
enough, Andrea was left standing on the 
side with an embarrassed smile and no 
partner! 

“It’s really all right,” she insisted. “Il 
keep score.” 

“That'll be just ducky!” I ground out, 
sotto voce. 

“But nobody else knows how anyway, 
Andrea persisted. 
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“Do you need a scorekeeper? I'll be 
glad to help,” said a polite voice behind us. 

I looked around and then did a double 
take. The guy in the Barney’s Bow] shirt 
was made to order: a big, dark, serious- 
eyed youngster with enough muscle to 
dwarf even Andrea. 

Impulsively I asked, “Is it all right for 
you to bowl with us? We're short one.” 

“If Barney doesn’t mind, I'd be glad 
to,” he said, and was back from the main 
desk in a moment, sorting out a ball for 
himself. I practically purred. 

“Why didn’t I know sooner what they 
were growing in Riverdale?” I whispered. 

“Mmm,” murmured Andrea noncom- 
mittally, peeking at him from under her 
lashes. 

The newcomer sat down beside her at 
the scorekeeper’s desk and wrote his name 
in opposite hers. I took a gander at it. 
“Rod Mitchell.” I crossed my fingers for 
luck as I went up to shove a great behe- 
moth of a ball down the nearest gutter. 

Andrea and Rod were up to bow] at the 
same time, first frame, and I saw him ap- 
praising her thoughtfully as she took four 
smoothly co-ordinated steps and set that 
heavy ball skimming down the alley as 
gracefully as an airplane taking off. I 
could see he was impressed. Isn’t it funny 
how some people can look all lumpy on a 
dance floor and then flow together like 
molasses when they play a game? 

Whang went all ten pins for a strike! 

“Pretty lucky,” Rod smiled at Andrea. 

Andrea gave him a startled look — in 
her vocabulary, strikes weren’t luck but 
hard work—and then smiled. Rod picked 
up a tricky spare, and the evening was 
launched in a big way. 
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The match was top sport. Most of us 
were equally terrible, and Rod and An- 
drea were equally good. I got in a word 
with him now and then. Seems he was 
working after school for Barney, had just 
taken up bowling last year, and was crazy 
about it. Had a 141 average already. 

Andrea’s was 156. I said hastily, “May- 
be you could give Andrea some tips on 
that hook of hers.” 

Andrea scowled at me bewilderedly. 
I smiled sweet as honey. 

“You know, darling, your ball’s curving 
too much.” 

“Be glad to help,” Rod beamed, going 
up to bowl. 

“What's the idea?” Andrea hissed. 
“There's nothing wrong with my hook 
but these darned sleeves! They pull my 
arm every shot.” 

“Get smart!” I hissed back. “Didn’t you 
learn anything in junior psych? The male 
likes to be big and superior.” 

“That's all right if he really is,” Andrea 
said, “but it’s not honest to give him a 
build-up he hasn’t earned.” 

“Look,” I whispered, exasperated, “do 
you want to play by the rules or live out 
an honest and upright spinsterhood? Take 
my word for it, this is one game I know 
how to play!” 

Andrea’s brow was clouded the rest of 
the match, and whether it was because 
of my advice or the tight sleeves, her 
bowling certainly wasn’t up to her usual 
standard. 

“There’s nothing so awfully wrong with 
that hook.” Rod frowned professionally. 
“Only with a curve like that, you ought 
to pitch it out there farther.” 


Andrea visibly swallowed the first 
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words that came to tongue. “You think 
so?” she asked feebly. 

“Tell you what,” said Rod, “if you drop 
over here after school tomorrow, I can 
work with you a bit.” 

“Well, all right,” Andrea gulped. 

Outside Barney’s, I did a little jig of 
glee. “Atta girl, Andrea!” 

But Andrea wailed, “I just can’t do it! 
He’s too nice. I feel like a hypocrite!” 

“Listen, Andrea,” I said, completely 
disgusted, “what’s more important: some 
fun and dates or your feelings?” 

“But it’s so dishonest! If a fellow isn't 
big enough to admit someone else is 
better...” 

“No boy wants to admit his girl is bet- 
ter, and that’s that!” 

But Andrea, unconvinced, cast a pall 
of gloom over the party for the balance 
of the evening. 


I was on the phone from five to 
six next afternoon, calling Andrea’s num- 
ber more and more hopefully, as her mom 
reported she still wasn’t home. Yipes, with 
a session that long at Barney’s, the kid was 
doing all right! 

Her voice sounded flustered when I fi- 
nally connected with her. “Oh, Ginny, 
what shall I wear to the show?” 

“Hold everything!” I whooped. “I'm 
coming over!” 

I found Andrea in a dizzy dither, look- 
ing softer and more tremulous than you 
would believe possible in a girl of her 
proportions. 

“I just hate this crepe,” she mourned. 

Briskly, I yanked out a flared black skirt 
and a soft pink angora sweater and ripped 
my own pearls from my neck. “Here, put 
these on, and for Pete’s sake, talk!” 

“Well, I came home and changed and 
then went to Barney's... 

“Of course! Of course!” 

“He was very helpful about my hook,” 
Andrea said primly. “You could see he'd 
been reading up on it, because he gave 
me all the right advice .. .” 

“Andrea!” I whacked her with the hair- 
brush. “How did you bow]? Did you do 
what I said?” 

Andrea looked a trifle offended. “Natu- 
rally I bowled as well as I could.” 

“You did? I shrieked. “Who won?” 

“Well, he did,” Andrea admitted, blush- 
ing a little. “It was probably a mistake to 
wear that blue blouse again. It does cramp 
my swing...” 

I hooted with delight. “Honey, are you 
ever learning!” 

Andrea studied each fingernail dubi- 
ously. “It still doesn’t seem right,” she 
murmured. 

“It seems pretty right going on a date, 
doesn’t it? You like him, don’t you?” 

“Oh, yes!” breathed Andrea. 

“Well, then! Isn’t it worth a little cam- 
ouflage?” 

Andrea had two more movie dates with 
Rod during the (Continued on page 34) 
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Emily Przybys completes a model at famous Bergdorf Goodman 


LUE SMOCKS everywhere. And the 
high school students wearing them 
consider themselves as lucky as any 

flock of bluebirds. 

Here’s pretty, almond-eyed Minerva 
Medina, majoring in sketching and cus- 
tom dressmaking. As a senior, she holds 
a paid job as an apprentice every other 
week, with credit toward her diploma. 
Her friend Virginia Boyd is majoring in 
millinery. Linore Shoats is preparing to 
be a garment-trades forelady. 

Minerva, Virginia, and Linore are stu- 
dents in a New York public high school 
that has become the model for similar 
schools across the United States, as the 
apparel field opens up jobs and careers 
for thousands of young women. 

Are you interested in fashion? Do you 
find something exciting in the wonderful 
textures and colors of materials—the woois 
and cottons and synthetics that have tak- 
en on all manner of “new looks” today? 
Are you inspired by a smooth tailored line 
or a charmingly bouffant skirt? Do your 
fingers itch to have a hand at creating 
lovely things? Then read on. Somewhere 
on fashion’s ladder there may be a rung 
just waiting for climber You! 

Away back in 1926 the New York nee- 
dle trades were growing so fast and were 
so badly in need of new staff that the gar- 
ment-trade unions persuaded the city to 
put up a great modern building, with ele- 
vators, spacious workshops and classrooms, 
and all the latest equipment, so that high 
school boys and girls could study the man- 
ufacture of dresses and suits, shoes, furs, 
hats, and home decorating, along with the 
usual courses for college preparation. The 
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idea that started then has spread west- 
ward and southward, as apparel became 
the nation’s second largest industry. 
Today, New York's ten-story Central 
High School for Needle Trades is not as 
unique as it used to be, though it still at- 
tracts visitors from all over the world. But 
in other cities that are rapidly growing fash- 
ion centers, high schools and colleges are 
preparing young people for this multiple- 
career field. Even if you live in a small 
town far removed from the marts of fash- 
ion, you are very likely to find that your 
high school’s domestic-science courses 
have been designed to help you if you 
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Fashion's 
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by PATRICIA M. DONEGAN 


Girls with talent and 


training find many careers 


are opening in the needle trades 


have the sort of talents that are sought 
after in the needle trades. And, if you 
are attracted, you can be confident that 
you are entering a field where the pay is 
excellent, the working conditions uni- 
formly good. 

The story of needle trades is truly an 
American saga. The East—especially New 
York—still holds prestige as the place that 
sets the fashion pace. But there are con- 
tenders for its crown. The West Coast 
has been growing prodigiously in sports- 
wear manufacture. Out there, where sun 
and blue skies and vast distances are an 
(Continued on page 42) 
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many graduates go on to important jobs in St. Louis’ garment industry 
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by GERALDINE ROBERTS 


Drawing by Abbi Damerow 


OU'RE WALKING HOME from school 
y with your best friend and as you 
pass the drugstore you see some of 
the crowd inside. Almost before you know 
it youre saying, “Wouldn't you think 
Elaine would know better than to order 
a sundae—I mean, with a figure like hers!” 
Maybe you both laugh, but it’s really 
no laughing matter. A thoughtless remark 
is sure to hurt someone one of these days. 
Maybe it’s true — maybe Elaine should 
watch her diet. But nobody’s perfect. A 
catty remark won't help her, and it does 
reflect on the one who makes it. 
Cattiness is high on the list when boys 
(and girls too) talk about feminine traits 
that send them off rapidly in the opposite 
direction. And boys are surprisingly quick 
at picking up the tone of a catty remark. 
hey may not know exactly what it is 
they don’t like—they just don’t like the 
girl who is talking! 


What did you say? Well, now, there 
was my friend Esther. She discovered that 
it wasn’t easy to know beforehand the 
sort of thing that might slip off her tongue. 
And of course, beforehand is the only 
time that helps. Then, Esther hit on a 
warning sign in the simple little word 
“but.” She noticed that when she started 
off with phrases like these, she was 
headed into deep water: 

“I've always stood up for Sally, but—” 

“Jean’s one of my best friends, but—” 

Esther knew that she couldn't very well 
leave her sentences dangling in the 
middle after that warning “but” had 
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Uh, What You Said! 


popped out. She resolved to go slow in 
her comments about others, and try to 
see if the “but” was there before she said 
anything at all. If she did get off to such 
a start—well, she’d just have to catch her- 
self in the middle, like this: “Of course 
Helen’s cute, but—well, let’s face it—I'd give 
my right arm for gorgeous hair like hers!” 

Everyone has a good laugh and no one 
is hurt when a catty beginning is turned 
into a compliment. Esther found her 
“buts” decreasing and her popularity with 
the gang on the upgrade. 


Why did you say it? Why, oh, why 
did that catty remark slide into the open 
when we really meant to hide what we 
felt? “That’s easy to answer,” Isabelle 
says. “If I’m honest with myself, I have to 
admit it’s just plain old-fashioned jeal- 
ousy! And, you know, I've discovered it’s 
possible to be jealous without having 
quite recognized the fact myself. That 
thought hit me one day when I was feel- 
ing miserable because I'd taken a pot shot 
at Betty, whom I really like. Walking 
home from school with friends I said, 
‘Betty thinks she’s “it” now that she’s on 
the Student Council.’ 

“*You wish someone would nominate 
you for something like that!’ one of the 
boys said. It made me feel a bit sick at 
the time—but thinking it over, I knew he 
was right! I remembered the day after 
the dance, and how Id said, ‘Poor Sue, 
she was stuck with Freddy as usual.’ I'd 
really been wishing Freddy would ask 
me. Well—the more I looked at my jealous 





nature, the more I saw it wasn't get- 
ting me anywhere at all!” 

Isabelle is about as popular as a girl can 
be today. So, draw your own conclusions. 
Perhaps it pays to take a good squint in 
the mirror before staring at others. 

Curiously, when we do that, we often 
find that something else besides jealousy 
prompts us to make that catty remark. 
Often the fault we find in others is really 
the weak spot we are conscious of in our- 
selves. If we're a bit on the chubby side, 
a remark about how Elaine indulges in 
sundaes is a backhanded way of suggest- 
ing that overeating is not one of our own 
faults. Of course, we fool nobody—as the 
mirror reveals! 

We all have our jealous moments—and 
our insecure moments. We're better off 
wrestling with them behind closed doors! 


Was it really a joke? Lots of catty re- 
marks are intended as an attempt at 
humor. Cathy gave a vivid imitation of 
how Louise acts in study hall. She had 
the whole gang roaring with laughter. 
But when Louise heard of it—well, they 
stopped speaking. Cathy found that the 
remark with a barb is the surest way of 
getting rid of friends—and that what seems 
like an hilarious yarn isn’t funny if a 
barb is hidden underneath it. Moreover, 
it wasn’t just Louise’s friendship she lost. 
Perhaps even while her friends were 
chuckling they began to wonder which 
of them would be next. She began to feel 
like a lady Robinson Crusoe on a real 
desert island. (Continued on page 40) 
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THE STORY SO FAR 


Jennifer Calderén, who wanted to study medicine and did 


not like strange places or foreign people, sailed reluctantly 
to spend the winter with her dead father’s family in Cuba, 
while her mother, Christine Calderén, recuperated from a 
serious illness in Arizona. On the boat she made friends with 
a Cuban girl, Beba Rojas, and an American boy, Steve Brent. 
In Havana, it was hard to adjust to Cuban ways, and Jenni- 
fer was shocked to find that her family—proud Dofia Dolores 
(familiarly known as Dojia Lolita); fussy, ineffectual Aunt 
Rita; arrogant Tio Pepe; beautiful, disdainful Antonia—did 
not like Americans. The only friendly one in the household 
was Miguelito, handsome, high-spirited university student. 
One day Jennifer and Beba were caught in a student upris- 
ing. Later, while Jennifer was buying some flame-colored 
chiffon to make a Christmas present for Antonia, they met 
Steve, who confided that he had not been permitted to speak 
to Jennifer when he had telephoned Casa Calderén. 


As the music throbbed through the church, Jennifer felt 
uplifted. She would never be angry, mean or selfish again 


PART THREE 


S JENNIFER removed her soiled dress she was still worrying 
about Miguelito. She had just come out of the shower 
when there was a pre-emptory knock and, wrapping her 

white terry-cloth robe around her, she opened the door on An- 
tonia. 

“I am sorry to disturb you,” Antonia apologized. 

“Won't you sit down?” Jennifer invited, trying to scoop the 
flame-colored chiffon back into its covering papers. 

Antonia shook her head. “It’s about Miguelito,” she explained. 
“T am worried.” 

“Do sit down,” Jennifer urged. “I’m sure he’s all right.” 

But Antonia continued to lean against the door. “I heard what 
happen’ to you and I came to ask—did you— you did not see him 
with those boys who attack’ your car, no?” 

“No, I didn’t,” Jennifer said, “and I don’t mind telling you 
I’ve been worried. But I hope he’d have too much sense to do 
anything silly.” 

Antonia let go the doorknob and came over to her cousin. 
“Miguelito is in the mood to be mix’ up with any reckless thing.” 
She sat down on the bed, and to Jennifer’s dismay picked up the 
flame-colored chiffon and smoothed it as she talked. “I cannot 
bear for him be in more trouble.” She smiled thinly, adding, 
“Lito and I have always live’ in the same house. He is more 
brother to me than cousin.” 

“He'll probably be in any minute, safe and sound,” Jennifer 
assured her, although she felt anything but certain of it. 

Antonia dropped the piece of material on the bed and got up 
with the lovely grace that characterized all her movements. “I am 
foolish,” she agreed, “but his father never forgive Miguelito if 
he join with these rebel students. He and Tio Pepe have quarrel 
very much lately.” She turned abruptly to the door. “I am sorry 
you were mix’ up in a political trouble. No doubt you think that 
is to be expected in uncivilized Latin countries, but I think the 
gangster murders in New York and Chicago I read about are just J 
as bad!” ; 

Jennifer was so taken aback she couldn’t answer for a moment. 9 
Then she began, “Antonia, I don’t—” 
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But Antonia was walking rapidly down the long hall toward 
her own quarters. Jennifer stood with angry tears in her eyes. 
She had tried to be friendly to Antonia Beranguer. She could not 
understand why her cousin disliked her so. She thrust the flame- 
colored chiffon into a drawer, a wry smile twisting her mouth. 

While she finished dressing, she thought about what Antonia 
had said. When her last gleaming hair was in place, she gave that 
characteristic toss of her head and went determinedly up to her 
grandmother's sitting room. 


Dojia Lolita was sitting at the piano, playing a Spanish 
lullaby. She got up and crossed over to the sofa. “Come, sit down, 
hija,” she invited, “and tell me about your day.” She patted the 
place beside her. 

“I enjoyed the Rojas so much,” Jennifer began, sitting down 
beside her grandmother, “and in the afternoon we met Stephen 
Brent, the American boy who was so kind to me on the boat. He 
told me he had telephoned several times but had never been 
permitted to speak to me. I don’t understand why I wasn’t told 
about his calls.” 

Dona Dolores gave a weary sigh, started to stretch out her 
hand toward Jennifer and then drew it back. “I know nothing 
about the calls of this young man,” she said. “Please to believe 
me, Jennifer. It is perhaps some idea of the foolish Rita. You have 
notice’ how she hate what you call the fuss, no? Always she try 
to avoid the unpleasant thing.” 

Jennifer nodded. 

“Rita knows that our customs are more strict than in your 
country and that I have not the habit to receive Americanos in 
my house,” Dofia Dolores continued. “My brother is much dis- 
tress’ by the great friendship of Miguelito with some Americanos. 
Rita thinks to save trouble by discouraging this Stephen.” 
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“But, Donia Dolores—abuelita—” Jennifer stumbled over the 
word for grandmother—“I am an American.” 

“Your father was Cuban,” Dojia Dolores said firmly, “and that 
makes you Cuban, too.” 

“My father became an American citizen and I am an Ameri- 
can,” Jennifer insisted. 

Dona Dolores dismissed technicalities like naturalization with 
a wave of a white hand. “Please let us not to quarrel, nifia,” she 
said. “Your blood is of the nation of your ancestors, no? You 
should be proud of your Spanish—how do you say?—heritage.” 

“I am proud of being an American, too,” Jennifer persisted. 
“And I don’t understand why I cannot speak to my friends on the 
telephone.” 

Dona Dolores looked pained at Jennifer’s stubbornness. 
“Times have change’,” she said, and sighed again. “I have say to 
Pepe it is no use to be narrow and old-fashion’. I have learn’ that 
by forbidding, we do not stop these things. Next week Antonia 
entertain’ some friend at the Yacht Club fiesta—almuerzo bailable, 
how you say, dancing luncheon, no? I will ask her to invite this 
Stephen. You like that, eh, hija?” 

She acts almost as if she wanted to please me, Jennifer 
thought. “Thank you very much, abuelita,” she said, without 
stumbling this time. 

At dinner, an undercurrent of suppressed tension made every- 
one uneasy. Aunt Rita babbled nervously about the friends she 
and Antonia had visited. Only Dofia Dolores seemed uncon- 
scious of any strain. 

“I barely escaped being caught in that disgraceful ex 
staged by the students,” she said in her crisp Spanish. 

Antonio glanced uneasily at Jennifer, shaking her head warn- 
ingly. She needn't worry, Jennifer thought, I won’t blab. 

“Why do they not leave politics (Continued on page 48) 
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E WERE GIVEN a pair of Siamese 

cats. Friends thought Michael 

and Maud came to live with us, 

but that was not so. We lived with them. 
Michael was a beautiful beast — big, 
handsome, and talkative. His fur was the 
color of a peeled ripe banana except for 
the dark markings on his head, feet, and 
tail, Maud’s fur was a light shade of 
brown, like chocolate bars left in the ice- 


box on a summer day. 

Maud had a long, brown whip tail and 
wore dark-brown gauntlet gloves and a 
domino mask with its strings thrown 
lightly over each ear. Michael's mask 
was practically black and appeared to be 
tighter knit. His gloves were not so long 
as Maud’s, more the shortie type, and his 
hair had that well-groomed look. 

It was a matter of only a few days until 
Michael and Maud had the humans in 
this big cage of theirs in line. They took 
over the comfortable chair thought until 
this time to be the property of the master 
of the house. A necktie carelessly thrown 
over the back of this chair one evening 
caused a mild panic. 

Michael said, “Never mind, Maud, I'll 
take care of this. It’s a vicious snake, no 
doubt.” Stalking across the room, stiff- 
legged, growling, he circled the chair. 
The snake hadn't moved. He jumped on 
the seat of the chair and took a good sniff. 
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Maud’s snack bar was the scene of traffic 
jams—and sometimes of an unseemly brawl! 








There's Tu 


in Vur fami 
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“Ah, ha! It’s all right, my dear, only some- 
thing of theirs. I'll drag it across the room 
to teach that man that his tie doesn’t be- 
long here.” 

They were past masters in investiga- 
tion. They went over the big cage-house 
— dresser drawers, cupboards, shelves, 
and closets. They knew everything in the 
house. A new plant, a book, or shoe re- 
quired a complete statement as to just 
why it had been brought in. 

Talk, talk, talk, all the time the gro- 
ceries were being unpacked. “Anything 
in this stuff for us?” If a package was re- 
moved too quickly, one of them would 
place a restraining paw on the hand with 
the impatient inquiry, “What's the hurry? 


Let me get a good look at this thing.” 

Michael always ate first; Maud ate 
when he was finished. It would make no 
difference if two plates were put down; 
she would not touch hers until he was 
finished. The first morning we saw Maud 
eating first, and Michael walking up and 
down directly in back of her, muttering 
to himself, we knew that she was knitting 
little booties. Such action on the part of 


‘a Siamese is usually the first sign of an 


important pending event. 

On the night of January 19, Maud’s 
kittens arrived — four small animals in 
what appeared to be cellophane bags. 
Michael talked to her all during the de- 
livery, walking up and down, stopping 
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only to reach in, kiss her, and offer words 
of encouragement. He helped wash up 
the first and second, then stepped in 
daintily, and cuddled down to keep them 
warm while she was busily engaged with 
cleaning up the last two. Maud never 
shut off her motor after the first arrival, 
purring loudly between licks. 

These four downy clouds were white, 
like the inside of a freshly baked muffin, 
with pink pads on their feet. Their ears 
were low slung and too big. They had a 
dot of pink for a nose, slits for eyes, and 
fuzzy whiskers. Beautiful babies! 

Breakfast was served very soon after 
arrival, and Michael left his family for a 
stroll. After the tenth day, their blue eyes 
were wide open, and the struggle for 
the choice spot at the snack bar started. 
Maud must have served chocolate milk 
in one spot, as there was a never-ending 
war for that special place. 








There was an art to this maneu- 
ver. Once one fellow was connected, an- 
other would decide he had had it long 
enough. The next step was the down-and- 
up approach. Number two tunneled un- 
der the chin of the favored one, resting 
momentarily, then with a quick jerk 
caught the dozer off balance with a hard 
fast bump on the chin. Success! Number 
one fell off in a dreamy stupor. 

When the kittens, two males and two 
females, were three weeks old, one de- 
cided it was time to try the outside world. 
After much stretching and jumping, he 
tumbled over the side of the crib. The 


watching the whole procedure and, when 
the last kitten was safely launched, took 
command. 

She led the parade to a smal] box which 
contained kitty litter, and she demon- 
strated its use. The active little customers 
soon followed her into the box. She was 
annoyed because some of the sand was 
tracked on the floor, and she tried to brush 
it away with her paw, complaining all 
the time. 

Michael found a drop of water near the 
box—not really a “drop” of water, but just 
the imprint of a tiny, tiny, wet paw. He 
worked like mad trying to rub it out with 
his big paw—sniff, sniff, rub, rub! “I will 
not tolerate this,” said Maud, and she 
lined the children up in a row and told 
them off in no uncertain terms. 

Just about this time Michael had food 
poisoning, and he had to spend three 
days at the cat hospital. Maud missed him 
the first couple of days, and especially 
at night. She kept calling for him all 


ma had to teach her better manners! 
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others followed in short order. Maud sat: 





Ming went off to live with a rich family for 
awhile—but when she returned home her 


through the house. When he returned, 
with strange hospital smells on his fur, 
she told him just what she thought of 
him, his relatives, and his whole family. 
“If you think for one minute that you can 
walk out of here and leave me with these 
children to support and raise and then 
be welcomed back when it suits you to 
return, etc., etc.!” 

She kept up her complaining for days, 
off again on a tangent each time she hap- 
pened to see Michael walk by the door, 
when the thought of his desertion re- 
turned to her. She would start talking to 
herself and walk with arched back, a 
ridge appearing from the top of her head 
to her tail. She looked as if she had been 
made in a mold with some of the clay still 
sticking to her after she was dumped out. 

Once, during his probation, Michael 
made the mistake of licking one of the 
kittens when Maud wasn’t in the room. 
When she returned and got that hospital 
smell again, the kitten got a complete 
bath with her strong, wet, pink tongue. 

When the new babies were about four 
weeks old, they dined on grated tuna for 
the first time. They devoured it with 
squeals of approval. Never, never did 
anything smell so good! It wasn’t enough 
to get just a nose and mouth in this deli- 
cious stuff; their feet also had to go in it 
— chest too, if possible — because this 
proved delightful stuff to spread all over 
the fur with their tongues. The boys liked 
to use it for aftershave lotion, and the 
girls for cologne. 


The home life of Michael and Maud 
and their Siamese quadruplets was 


seldom smooth, always adventurous 


One little girl was named Kislav; the 
second, Ming. The boys were Cassidy and 
Keating. Ming was the favorite. She had 
the lightest coloring, the softest fur, and 
the prettiest shade of morning-glory-blue 
eyes. Siamese cats’ eyes are always blue. 

One evening,. Ming was sitting on the 
kitchen window sill. Her parents had had 
a busy day with the children and wanted 
time to themselves, just enough for a 
short walk. Ming watched them leave by 
way of the back door and started to cry, 
“I want to go with you! I do, I do.” 

No one paid much attention to her be- 
cause she was too young to go outside, 
but a window was open about three 
inches. Seizing the opportunity, she 
jumped out, slid down the cellar door in 
a flash, and joined them. 

Shortly afterward it began to rain. 
From the front door came a loud, de- 
manding voice, “Let me in! Let me in!” 
When the door opened, Maud made a 
dash for the back door and started yelling 
once more. “Let me out! I want to go 
out!” She could not be talked out of her 
senseless request, so we had to open the 
door for her. 

There sat Michael, pressed close to the 
door frame, with Ming snuggled between 
his paws to keep her from getting wet. 

One afternoon Michael and Maud led 
the way to a porch on the second floor 
of the house. Opening this 
porch door was easy for 
Michael; he had done it so 

(Continued on page 39) 



































Uance Your Way to Beauty 


Jump up, leap high—your figure improves, you have fun 


by GLYNNE 
















































ook, MA, I'm dancing!” 
Of course you are! It’s a beauty treatment—the very latest. 
Today we know that dancing is one of the vital ways of im- 
proving your beauty—your body, your grace, the whole you. It 
will help take off the “too much” and put on the “too little” in all 
those spots girls worry about. 

Do you remember one of those times when you suddenly had 
an urge to jump high into the air, to spring coltlike? You felt so 
good to be alive. First your feet began to move. Your arms fol- 
lowed, and then perhaps your body joined with them, flowing 
along in time to a rhythm inside your head, or to the beat of 
music. Do you know what you were doing? You were creating an 
expression for your feelings. You were doing a dance—a special 
kind of dance. One with four titles at least-maybe more. From 
“modern,” “interpretive,” “contemporary,” or “creative” you can 
pick whichever you like best, provided you are talking about 
mood or feeling as it is expressed through free movement. 

Almost everybody at one time or another has a desire to dance. 
It is not surprising when one learns of all the wonderful things 
it can do for you—and your body. The vigorous use of the whole 
body is in itself exhilarating and fun; dancing strengthens it and 
gives it endurance. But there is still more in it for you, for dance 
draws upon muscles and co-ordination so that in quite a short 
while your ordinary everyday movements can become graceful. 
Floating is no longer restricted to legendary fairy queens. You, 
the modern queen, can do it, too! 


Whether you have decided on dancing because you want 
to keep your body toned up, or simply because you love it, you 
need a starting point. There may be a class in your school that 
you've never known about, or there may be a group in your neigh- 
borhood that you can attend. Outside classes range from fifty cents 
a session upward, and it may well be worth the bother of finding 
out exact costs. A good way to embark is under the guidance of 
an instructor. 

But supposing there are no classes available, or you don’t have 
the money—what then? Why not improvise? Your own bedroom 
or living room can become your studio. A phonograph or radio 
can provide the music, rather than a piano, and a get-together 
with your pals can give you the same satisfaction and lots more 
fun than formal group participation. 

You won't need fussy clothes for practicing. No spangled skirts 
or satin shoes; no black tights; and since you're in your own 
home a leotard is not a “must.” If you own one and it “puts you 
in the mood”—of course wear it, but shorts and a T shirt serve 
the purpose. In hot weather wear out an old bathing suit, and 
jeans are perfect for days when the mercury flops. 

Now you are set—what should you do? It is a good idea for 
the first five or ten minutes to do what all professional dancers 
do — warmups. These dance warmups keep your body limber 
and get you in shape to give your finest performance. They 
insure a lithe figure. Here are a few to try. (Continued on page 45) 
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Spring’s prettiest show-off — our Prize 
Purchase suit by Derby follows easy lines 
for pretty wearability. Surface interest on 
lined jacket includes shaped yoke, remov- 
able carnation, half-pretend flap pockets. 
Kick pleats on slim skirt for ease of mo- 
tion. Fabric is a rayon-and-acetate blend; 
gray, pink, or blue ; 10-16 teen; about $18. 
Available at the stores listed on page 66 
























































PHOTO BY HANK SCHNEIDER 
HAT BY CAPULETS 





BAG BY YOUTH MODE 





GLOVES BY WEAR-RIGHT 


A new record for fashion loveliness—the dress that’s 
shaped to bring out the best in you. Carnations cascade 
into a big pouf of a skirt. Pocket cuffs and scoop collar 
make a pretty, solid show. New note of sophistication 
found in black plastic-patent belt. By R. A. R. In blue, 
red, or brown on white ground; 8-14 subteen; about $11 


Greet the new season in a delightfully whimsical print. 
Peekaboo yoke, outlined in solid piping, is ship- 
shaped and flanked with sailor-tied armcuffs. The wide 
plastic-patent belt is a cinch for a full skirt, whittles 
your waist to a whisper. Styled by La Crosse of Wisconsin. 
Print on aqua or maize ground; sizes 8-14 subteen; about $9 
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in your Easter dress of Bates Disciplined cotton, the wonderfully 










ure 


washable fabric that keeps you creaseless and unruffled 


from sunup to sundown. For store listings, please turn to page 66 








PHOTOGRAPHY BY TOM GEOLY 
SHOES ARE TEEN-AGERS BY BUSTER BROWN 
JEWELRY BY CORO 


High on the Easter hit parade—a dress tempo’d to the 
season’s mood, styled for all-day flattery. Semiteen 
pins a rose on a pretty girl and backs it up with rosebud 
ribbon-tape trim. Sleeves are short and underscored 
with piqué. Self-cording gives new perspective to stand- 
away skirt. Carnation pink, aqua; 8-14 subteen; about $9 
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Rustle 
at opring 


Fashion greets the new season with these gay 


dresses that speak for themselves with 


a charming taffeta accent. Stores on page 66 


PHOTOS BY HANK SCHNEIDER 





Checked for your approval. Yarn-dyed rayon-taffeta, 
styled by Berk in the streamlined version of 

Grandma’s hourglass. Dolman sleeves taper in, skirt 

flares out. Braid trim makes a special 

point of neckline. slash pockets. White nylon dickey 

is removable. Navy-and-white check; 8-16 teen; about $13 


The princess makes her choice. Belt on or belt off, 

this pretty princess-cut dress by Teena Paige will 

delight you. Scallop-tab collar of white moiré tops 

long line of glitter-brushed buttons. Deep foldover 

pleats start at hips and fan way out. Lilac. 

pink, blue yarn-dyed rayon-taffeta; 5-15 for teens; about $13 
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rom the 
ruit Bowl 


HE citrus fruits—oranges, grapefruit, lemons, and limes 
—are wonderfully versatile. Important nutritionally, 
they are adaptable to use for breakfast, lunch, and din- 
ner, and from first course to dessert. These fruits lend them- 
selves to attractive, colorful table decorations and garnishes. 


CITRUS FRUITS AND HEALTH. Oranges, grapefruit, lemons, and 
limes are rich in vitamins and minerals, and are especially 
important because of their high content of Vitamin C. Today, 
fresh fruits can be bought in most markets all year round. 
And the frozen and canned fruits and juices are always avail- 
able. Frozen juices should be stored unopened in the freezing 
unit. Once opened, the juice should be used as soon as possi- 
ble, to prevent loss of vitamin C. However, it can be kept 
for a short time in the refrigerator in a tightly covered con- 
tainer. Use a container the right size to hold all the juice. 
By eliminating air space, you preserve vitamin C and flavor. 
Store freshly squeezed juice the same way. 


BREAKFAST, LUNCH, SNACK, DINNER. Some raw citrus fruit 
should be eaten daily—orange or grapefruit juice for break- 
fast; lemonade, lime juice, or an orange for a snack. You 
might have a grapefruit salad for lunch, and a citrus fruit 
cup for dessert at dinner. You will also want to use these 
fruits in cooked dishes for the flavor and color they add. 


TABLE DECORATIONS. It is fun to experiment with these color- 
ful fruits in table arrangements. Try them in a small, shallow 
basket, on a pottery plate or wooden tray; in a shallow, green- 
glass bowl. Combine small and large fruit in your arrange- 
ments. Add some green leaves for contrast. 


GARNISHES. Thin slices of orange, lemon, or lime, floated 
in a punch bowl, lend a real party touch. To give flavor to 
fish, serve generous wedges of lemon, and for color, dip the 
edge of each wedge in paprika. For a seafood-salad garnish, 
cut thin slices of lime and sprinkle them with finely chopped 
parsley. A ham platter takes on glamour with a garnish of 
thin, unpeeled slices of orange. A molded dessert or fruit 
salad is doubly attractive garnished with grapefruit and 
orange segments. 


SERVERS. Grapefruit, orange, and lemon shells, whole or half, 
make colorful servers. Scallop them with kitchen shears or 
use them plain. 

Grapefruit shells can be used for fruit cup or salad, and 
fish or vegetable salads. To make the grapefruit baskets 
shown, here is what you do: Insert toothpicks in grapefruit 
half as shown in the top picture, about 4” apart. With a sharp 
knife, cut just through skin from toothpick on one side to 
toothpick on other side. Lift the narrow strips of skin (still 
attached between the toothpicks) and tie in center, as in the 
second picture. Then separate grapefruit sections from mem- 
brane in the usual way, cutting around each. Arrange a few 
white and red cherries in center. With a narrow ribbon or 
fine wire, attach a flower, favor, or place card to handle. 

For a luncheon dish, fill orange cups with well-seasoned 
mashed sweet potatoes. (Add some orange pulp to potatoes 
for a delicious flavor. ) Perch a marshmallow on each and bake 
in moderate oven until marshmallows (Continued cn page 43) 
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by JUDITH MILLER 








Florida Citrus Commission 


Grapefruit baskets make pretty-as-a-picture conversation pieces. 
They take a little time, but are not difficult to fix, and the com- 
pliments of your family or guests will reward the extra effort 
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HOMELAND 


First Poetry Award 


“It’s a great land,” rumble mountains. 
“Great,” say echoes, evermore. 

“A good land,” roar the oceans 

On the west and eastern shore. 

“A happy land,” whisper treetops 

Of the forests in the West. 

“Happy,” laugh the birds, 

Contentedly in their nests. 


“It?s a busy land,” shout the cities. 
“Busy,” answer farms. 

“Peacejul,” says a mother 

With a baby in her arms. 

“It’s a brave land,” flutters the Flag, 
Proud, in stripes and stars. 

“It’s free,” sing all the people, 

“It is free, and it is ours.” 


SHEILA HAGGERTY (age 12) Elgin, Oregon 


FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
MARCIA BERNSTEIN 
(age 16) Brooklyn, New York 


THE CROSSROAD 


First Fiction Award 


They stood together in their little circle, 
heads bent, tears trickling down quivering 
cheeks, so very happy as the soft refrain of the 
song drifted to their ears. Just the twelve of 
them, tied together with mutual bonds and se- 
curely locked hands. They cried because it was 
so beautiful. This was just the beginning. 

Then the singing faded and the girls rushed 
in and broke up the little circle. Everyone 
hugged everyone else, glad to break the ten- 
sion and exhaustion that had prevailed for two 
long hours...the beginning of initiation; the 
beginning of so many things. 

Corky felt an unknown happiness overwhelm 
her. It was the most wonderful thing in the 
world. She had waited for this after applying 
twice for the club. Now there would be the 
final test, the three months of pledging. 

They all left the house for school, then, the 
whole crowd of them. Thére were hints from 
the members as to what would happen after 
three o’clock. That was when the real initiation, 
the dreaded pledging, would begin. 

All the way to school they were followed by 
the boys, the big wheels on campus, who had 
their own organizations. Together the three 
girls’ and four boys’ social clubs practically ran 
the whole school. Not accepted as campus or- 
ganizations, they were a minority among the 
twenty-five hundred students, but no one could 
miss knowing who the members were. Each 
semester brought half the high school as hope- 
ful applicants. 

Corky frowned as she wondered how her 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 





nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 


poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 64 for details 


FIRST ART AWARD: 
RUTH JEAN FREDERICKS 
(age 11) Reidsville, North Carolina 


friends would react. They had all tried out for 
clubs. Would things change because she was 
the only one who had been accepted? 

She declared over and over to herself, “Now 
I belong. I'm one of them!” Yet she vowed 
that she would never completely become a 
“clubbie” as they were classified. 

The school was alive with crowds. Corky 
spied the pledges of the other clubs. One 
couldn’t miss them, surrounded with throngs 
of congratulators. 

And then they came to her, whispers, “I’m 
so glad you made it” or, “You lucky dog!” 
Wistful, envious glances, all trying to share 
her enthusiasm. 

Corky’s eyes pleaded, things won't change. 
But she saw the revulsion of her friends as 
they forced happiness for her. She saw their 
little group during recess disband talk when 
she approached them. 

Their eyes said plainly that she was going 
on, going ahead of them into a new world of 
parties and social events. 

Corky saw the other pledges of her club, 
excited and bathing in their glory, and thought, 
I’m leaving my old friends for them. It struck 
an odd note. The pledges were all wonderful 
and popular, but would she miss the old times 
with the crowd? The silly crazy things they 
used to do? 

instead of joining the pledges, she loitered 
with her old crowd, not yet willing to give 
them up, clinging to them for support. 

Things won't change, she repeated inwardly, 
desperately. It was if she were standing at a 
crossroad, wondering which way to go. 

Then automatically, miraculously the deci- 
sion was made for her. She felt her arms being 
linked by the other pledges, smiling and re- 
minding her that they had to meet the members 
in the cafeteria. Corky looked backward at her 
friends with a sad smile which told them with 
deliberate certainty, “Someday you'll stand at 
a crossroad, too.” 

CATHY FEDERER (age 15) Los Angeles, California 


SHADOWINGS 


First Poetry Award 


Uy shadow walks along the street, 
Dark and thin before my feet. 

It meets and merges, passing through 
The other shadows I come to. 


And everytime we meet a tree, 

I stand outlined—a solid me— 

Against the lacy leafwork on 

The sidewalk, and then we are gone. 

JANET HENSON (age 15) Greenville, Texas 
(Continued on page 61) 


ART AWARD: 
JOAN M. JANOSKO 
(age 16) Stratford, Conn. 
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9083: Three is a magic number—and you can work magic with this 
smart three-piece suit for sizes 11-17. Mix and match several fabries 


and colors for a spring-into-summer variety of suits, blouses, and skirts. 
In 35” material, size 13 will require 5% yards for the three pieces qin 
9090: The flattering Empire waistline definitely heads the fashion 
parade this spring. In this dress for sizes 11-17 it joins a full. 


princess-line skirt and a smooth fitting, tucked bodice with pert 
mandarin collar. For size 13° you will need 44% yards 39” material 


4821: You can make several variations of this pretty, becoming These patterns may be purchased from The Ameri- 
dress. Make it in Bates printed cotton, as sketched. Do another version can Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 East 44th Street, New 
in two shades of your favorite color. For another, combine plain and York City 17. When ordering, be sure to enclose 


figured materials. Sizes 11-17. Size 13 will take 444 yards 39” fabric 


4701: This smart shortie-coat for sizes 12-18 is easy to make, for 
there are only three main pattern parts. Deep, turnback cuffs and 
patch pockets accent its trim lines. A Burlington rayon flannel was 
used for the coat sketched. In size 16, it takes 2% yards 54” fabric 
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March Ahead ! 
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Drawings by 


Florence Maier 


the correct amount for each pattern (sorry, no 
C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay the postage. 
There is a clipout order blank on page 


Each pattern 30¢ 





of your Graduation portrait 
FROM THE ORIGINATOR OF WALLET PHOTOS 




















That's right .. . TWENTY wallet size 
copies of your graduation picture 
ideal for giving friends, relatives 
ond classmates or attaching to your 
licati Made on finest 
silk-finish, double weight paper for 
permanence and beauty. 
Send ONE DOLLAR with your 
finished graduation picture or 
glossy print of any size. Your 
original will be returned un- 
harmed with order in a very few 
days. Minimum order: 20 pic- 
tures from one pose. Sastis- 
faction guaranteed or your 
money 
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a LARGA-PIC — BOX Z-16 
: BROOKLINE 46, MASS. 
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Enclosed is G.......... ee pictures 
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BICYCLE 
GENERATOR SET 


"DELTA 





No other bicycle generator set will 
perform like this one! You get light 
even at a walk! Generator has bronze 
graphite bearing, pre-soaked in warm oil— 
for long life. Unique mounting bracket 
on headlight. Highly reflective tail light 
lens. All units are beautifully bright 
plated. They sparkle! See your dealer. 


ALSO, SEE THE POPULAR DELTA 
REFLEX SPOTLIGHT 


Point it in any direction—up, 
down, or sideways. Brilliant. 


Beautiful. Less 2 standard 14" 
$350 
De l t ELECTRIC COMPANY 
MARION, INDIANA 
ORIGINATOR AND WORLD'S LARGEST PRODUCER 
OF ELECTRICAL BICYCLE ACCESSORIES 





30 



























ACTUAL SIZE 
OF PICTURE 
22 x 32 




















-GET-ACQUAINTED OFFERS 


Seld by Mail Only 


Gold Plated 
KEY-TO-MY-HEART PIN oa itiruty 


ENGRAVED 
FREE 







With 
your 
name 

and 
ind his on 
59 With Hearts 
Cc this ad Pin, and 

any Name 
Nothing more to pay. Year or date 
Sorry, No C.0.D.'s. on Lock Pin. 

You'll be delighted when you receive your pin 


FRIENDSHIP 
BRACELET 


Special 
ONLY 





59c 








GIRLS! You'll be thrilled by the 
beauty of this sterling silver ring HEART 
of romance and charm! Beautiful, 
pierced Forget-me-not design (sym- PENDANT 
bol) of True Love, Friendship and 
good wishes. Both hearts Engraved 59c 
Free with first name or tnitials. st 
P ; 14K. Gold Finish 
Give ring size or strip. No C.0.D.’'s. with 28 in. chain. 
SPECIAL $1 25 wiTH ANY NAME 
ONLY ° THIS AD ENGRAVED FREE 


TASH ENGRAVING CO. 


487 BROADWAY, Dept. R-SO, NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 





unusual . 
ig extra income spare ‘time. oe 
| selling Star-Brite banish 


iver ins , safely, ‘sutomaticaly 2 n dish- 
os other aniqi ni Profits 

i value Greeting Card Assortments.” Secret 
jame-in-Skirt Notes, Sta No \ mee 
pected. idwestCardCe. 11 on rf: roval. Weite 4 TODAY 


Washington Ave.. Dept.C-10, St. Louis 1. Me 














@ DESIGNS IMPRINTED ON... 
brass, copper, aluminum for metal pictures 

panets for burnt wood etching . . . 
glorified glass, mirrors . . . pre-sketched 
paintings. etc. Primary thee college. Write 
Dept, A, THAYER & CHANDLER 
910 W. Von Buren « Chicago 7, Il. 







ARTCRAFT 
CATALOG 














What’s Easter without a shiny new bag? Here's 
one by Youth Mode with a brand-new twist. 
Off-center handle achieves a smart, oblique 
look guaranteed to spice your holiday outfit. 
Fitted interior, brightly lined in red, comes 
with comb and mirror. Black or white piastic- 
patent; $3° at Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn 





A blouse with more lives than a cat. You'll 
wear it with almost everything. Classic sim- 
plicity lends itself to “dressing up” or “dress- 
ing down.” Ribbon-tape trim same as seen 
on more expensive blouses. Made of white 
cotton by Pigtail Fashions; sizes 10-14 sub- 
teen; $2.95; Lord & Taylor, New York 18 





It’s two-faced and you'll love it. We're re- 
ferring to Youth Mode’s very new, very differ- 
ent cowhide belt. It follows the straight and 
narrow on a one-way trip, then forks at the 
front. Twice as much dash for dresses, skirts. 
Small, medium, large; red, navy, and tan; 
$1.75. Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney, St. Louis 
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We're trying hard not to talk about “your 
Easter bonnet”—but here’s one that talks for 
itself. Capulets’ tiny clip-hat lavishly bursts 
into blossom with a here-and-there sprinkle 
of rhinestones and just enough veil to give 
a feathery outline. White, pink, ice blue, 
$2.95, 


lilac, or maize; at Rich’s, Atlanta 





There are pins and there are pins. We think 
these are special. Beautifully detailed and 
may be worn for all occasions. (Choice de- 
pends on whether you're feeling musical or 
outdoors-y) Gold-plated, two inches long; each 
$1.25, tax included. Kalfred Arthur, Dept. 
AG, 67-40 Selfridge St., Forest Hills, N. Y. 





The “little black book” goes modern. It’s 
still little — fits neatly into your palm — now 
streamlined with gold-plated case and alpha- 
betical index. Pops open at slightest pres- 
sure. Handy and pretty way to jot down ad- 
dresses and phone numbers. Miniature Phone- 
Dex by Avon, $1; Miller Bros., Chattanooga 


*Please add 20% Federal tax 


Order items directly from 
addresses listed. Enclose check 
or money order. Refund guaranteed 
on all nonpersonalized items 
returned within seven days. 
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ROSEBUD DREAM 


Our rosebud 

printed shirtwaist dress is 
enchanting in gleaming 
polished cotton ... has 
smart stitched tucking 
and new full sleeves 
Wonderfully washable 
Pink, blue or 

yellow rosebuds 

on white. 

Sizes 7 to 17 





































“SWEET SUIT-ER” 
two-piece butcher 
linen suit with tucked 
linen dickey. 


Double your date life... 
in this darling of a suit. 
Like linen it's crisp, cool, 
crush-defying (just perfect for 
travelt! Tuxedo-front 
“one back mg 
ee peplum. 
Tucked white butcher linen 
dickey, flirtatious flower. 
in navy, lilac, toast 

coral 


or red. 
Sizes 7 to 15. 


ono 


DALE HILTON, 945 Pennsylvania Ave., N. W., Washington 4, D. C. 

































Please send me: SIZE COLOR 2nd COLOR CHOICE 
ROSEBUD DREAM @ $6.95 

SWEET SUIT-ER @ $8.95 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE__ STATE 














ENCLOSED CHECK [) MONEY ORDER [) SEND C.0.0. [J 
Uhave added 2Sc for pestage and handling. Prepay your order if you live outside the U.S.A. + | have encased $1 depasit to be applied to my C.0.D. purchase. 
SMART GIRLS PREPAY THEIR ORDERS AND SAVE C.0.D. CHARGES. YOUR MONEY REFUNDED IF NOT SATISFIED. 
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CHEK ~</ 


with matching bolero 


An All-American girl favorite 
with grown-up teen age charm! 
In black and white rayon taffeta 
with full flare skirt and matching 
separate bolero — Velvet belt is 
studded with brilliants, and so are 
the collar, bodice and cuffs. Semi- 
teen sizes 8 to 14, about $900 


Available at 
STERN BROS., NEW YORK, N.Y. 
EMPORIUM, SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 


For name of store nearest you, write: 


RIEGEL & DECHTER, INC. 
520 - 8th Avenue, New York 18, N. Y. 








Eldest Daughter (Continued from page 13) 


there was the sound of chairs scraping when 
everyone left the table. She heard her mother 
talking to the baby as she carried him up to 
bed. No one came into the kitchen. 

Sally finished clearing the dining-room 
table. Jane was supposed to ‘help with the 
dishes, but she had followed her mother up- 
stairs, and Sally would have bitten out her 
tongue before she called her. If her parents 
didn’t care enough about Sally to see that 
Jane did her share of the work, Sally wasn’t 
going to remind them. 

She was putting the last dish in the china 
closet when her mother came downstairs. 
“Oh, Sally, why didn’t you call Jane? She 
should have helped you.” 

Her mother put an arm about her. Sally 
held herself straight and stiff. Her mother 
was probably just glad to find the dishes all 
done. Sally would show her that Cinderella 
knew how to keep her place. 

With a little sigh, her mother dropped her 
arm and went into the living room. Sally 
spread her books on the dining-room table 
and sat down to her homework. From the 
other room, came her mother’s quiet voice, 
reading a story to Patty and Jane. The little 
girls kept interrupting. Their mother listened 
with pleasure to their chatter. 

Why shouldn’t she listen, Sally thought; 
she’s interested in them. But she doesn’t listen 
to me when I try to tell her anything. 

She saw Patty run to the big leather chair 
where her father sat reading and squeeze her 
small self in beside him. He smiled as he 
moved to make room for her. 


Warcuinc the cozy group from an- 
other room was like being at a play. Sally was 
the audience, isolated from the actors. If I 
were an actress, she thought, I’d have a place 
on the stage. Then the family would be the 
ones to sit in the audience and watch me. 

She saw herself—beautiful, admired, in a 
lovely off-the-shoulder gown—standing in the 
blaze of footlights on a huge stage, bowing 
regally to the thunderous applause from the 
darkened house. 

She pushed her homework aside. What was 
the use of bothering with school? It was time 
to get out in the world. Her parents would 
be glad to get rid of her. With the seventy- 
five dollars in her bank account, she could go 
to New York and take a room in some theatri- 
cal boardinghouse. She had read about such 
places. 

Oh, she knew very well that she couldn’t 
become an actress the moment she decided on 
it. But that was all the more reason to start 
right away. Of course, her teachers and her 
friends wouldn’t approve of her leaving school 
to go on the stage, just when she had been 
elected council president. But they couldn’t 
know how unimportant that honor had be- 
come. It had seemed a big thing at first, but 
it meant nothing now, since her family didn’t 
care to hear about it. 

Sally looked down at the band on her left 
arm. How happily she had worn it home from 
school, just this afternoon! A tear rolled down 
her cheek as she wondered who would wear 
it next, when she had gone off to her career 
on the stage. 

Slowly she pulled the band from her arm 
and dropped it on the table. She went quietly 
into the living room, opened the center 
drawer of the desk in the corner, and pulled 
out her bankbook. Her mother ‘glanced up 
casually as Sally left the room with the bank- 


book, but her eyes dropped again to the story- 
book and her voice never faltered in her 
reading. 

Let them live their own lives, Sally thought; 
she’d get out of their way. This time tomor- 
row, she would be walking along a New York 
street, looking for a place to live. Tomorrow, 
when they sat down to dinner, her place at 
the table would be empty. Would anyone care? 

But, oh, she cared! How could she bear 
to live in New York, far from Mother and 
Dad! And Jane and Patty and the baby! 

The bankbook dropped to the floor, as she 
pressed her hands over her face. “I can’t do 
it!” she whispered. “Maybe they don’t care 
about me, but I can’t leave them. I love them 
too much!” 

She opened her eyes to look again at the 
dear people in the living room. 

Jane was standing in the middle of the 
floor wailing, “Nobody noticed! Nobody no- 
ticed! You didn’t notice when I got home from 
school, and now you just send me off to bed 
without even noticing!” 

“What didn’t we notice?” asked her mother, 
“Tell us, Jane.” 

“The stars pasted on my collar! One on each 
side!” 

“Why so there are stars on your collar! 
Imagine my not seeing them! I must need 
glasses!” 

“What are they for, Jane?” her father asked. 

Jane’s tear-wet face broke into smiles. 
“They mean I got one hundred in arithmetic 
all week,” she announced proudly. 

Wasn't that just like Jane, Sally thought in 
affectionate amusement, feeling her small 
affairs were so important and expecting the 
family to notice a pair of tiny stars! 

She turned to pick up the arm band. Reali- 
zation stabbed her swiftly. To Jane, it prob- 
ably seemed as though those little stars flashed 
like a neon sign, just as the band on Sally's 
arm had seemed to flash. She had been just 
like Jane, wearing the band home to show it 
off, instead of hanging it on the rack in the 
Student-Council room, where it belonged. 
And then crying because it wasn’t noticed— 
maybe not out loud the way Jane had done, 
but just like her, really. 

Sally went into the living room and knelt 
down beside her little sister. “Janie, I’m so 
sorry I didn’t notice your stars, dear. You 
should have told me about them.” She looked 
around the room. “What this family needs is 
a time for special announcements. Let’s have 
it every night, just before storytime. You be- 
gin now, Jane, with your announcement, and 
then I have one, too.” 

Jane looked pleased but, more important, 
Sally could see how proudly her mother and 
father were watching her. Their affection 
showed in their smiles, Sally blushed to re- 
member that she had thought of running away 
to become an actress. 

Jane was tugging at her sleeve. “What shall 
I do, Sally?” 

“Just say, “Are there any announcements 
tonight?’ ” 

Jane looked around the room importantly, 
as she asked her question and then answered 
herself quickly, “I got two stars on my collar 
for hundreds in arithmetic.” 

Sally joined in the congratulations that 
were showered on Jane all over again. 

“Now ask for other announcements,” her 
father reminded Jane. 

Sally held her breath for a moment, as 
her turn came. She was grateful she had some- 
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My MARKS 
ARE SCRAPING 


YOU SHOULDA HEARD THE 
COACH BLOW UP TODAY. I 
REALLY THOUGHT I WAS 
— FINISHED. 
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ITS SIMPLE. TAKE A TIP 
FROM ME. HERE, DIG IN 
FOR SOME QUICK ENERGY. 




















ARE POWER-PACKED. C/MON, 
BILL, ILL RACE YOU HOME, 





WOW/ CHIQUITA, YOUR BANANAS 
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Be sure to eat plenty of energy- packed 
bananas...and send for my FREE booklet, 
HOW TO BE TOPS IN YOUR TEENS. 


nited Fruit Company, Dept. A-3 


Please send me, FREE, a copy of 
HOW TO BE TOPS IN YOUR TEENS. 


NAME 
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NEW ! 





Doctor’s deodorant 
discovery’ safely 








New Mum with M-3 
won’t irritate normal skin 
or damage fabrics 





Deodorant without 












M-3 tested under 
this arm. Active on- 
ly few hours against 
odor bacteria. 


New Mum with M-3 
tested under this 
arm. Still active 
against odor bac- 





teria after 24 hours. 


Actual underarm tests by doctors prove new 
Mum with M-3 protects against bacteria 
that cause perspiration odor —far longer 
than the ordinary deodorant tested. 














1. *Exclusive deodorant based originally on doc- 
tor’s discovery, now contains long-lasting M-3. 


2. Stops odor all day long because invisible 
M-3 clings to your skin—keeps on destroying 
odor bacteria a full 24 hours. Just use daily. 


3. Non-irritating to normal skin. Only leading 
deodorant containing no strong chemical as- 
tringents—will not block pores. 


4. Won’t rot or discolor fabrics — certified by 
American Institute of Laundering. 


5. Delicate new fragrance. Creamier texture— 
new Mum won’t dry out in the jar. 


6. Gentle, safe, dependable — ideal for sanitary 
napkins, too. Get new Mum today. 


NEW MUM. 


cream deodorant 
with long- 
lasting M-3 


A PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS yy 
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thing special to say, something to justify the 
pride in her that she could see shining in both 
her father’s and her mother’s eyes. 

“I haven’t any stars,” Sally said, smiling 
at Jane, “but I have this arm band to show 
that I’m president of the Student Council.” 

“President of the Student Council?” Her 
father stood up quickly and strode across the 
room to shake Sally’s hand. “Why, Sally, that’s 
a great honor! I’m proud to be the father of 
such an important person!” 

The storybook dropped from her mother’s 
lap, as she got hurriedly to her feet and kissed 
Sally. 

“That's simply wonderful, dear! When did 
it happen?” 

“This morning.” 

“And you're only just telling us now!” 

“Oh, I was acting Janie’s age, and you 
seemed so busy with the baby and the others.” 

Her mother hugged her tightly. “Don’t ever 
think I’m too busy to want to hear from my 
eldest daughter.” 

“Maybe we do neglect her,” her father said 
remorsefully. “She’s been pretty quiet lately, 









and I’m afraid we've been too preoccupied to 
notice.” 

“Of course you don’t neglect me!” Sally de- 
fended them. “It’s up to me to speak up for 
myself.” 

Jane interrupted anxiously, “Stars are good, 
too!” 

“Of course!” Sally said. “Stars are very im- 
portant.” 

Her mother laughed as she patted Jane’s 
head, but her other arm was still around 
Sally, and Sally felt it tighten firmly. 

Her father was bending dewn to Jane. 
“Here’s a nickel for each star.” As he straight- 
ened, he winked at Sally in mature and com- 
panionable understanding. 

Sally smiled at him, treasuring the wink 
and the feel of her mother’s arm about her- 
rewards she was beginning to understand, 
far more satisfying than Jane’s nickels. 

Patty, too-long unnoticed, began to tum 
somersaults. Sally laughed with her father and 
mother. But, though it was fun to have an 
amusing little sister, Sally wouldn't trade 
places with her. It was good to be the eldest 
daughter. THE END 





What’s the Answer? 


next two weeks, bowled with him four times 
(in the blue blouse) had him over for Sun- 
day dinner, and was blooming into such soft, 
animated prettiness that she started a chain 
reaction of interest among boys who had 
known her since kindergarten and yet never 
seen her. Mentally, I had graduated her from 
my charm school and was congratulating my- 
self on the fine job I had done, when the city 
championships came up. 

I could tell Andrea felt sort of frustrated 
about them. She wanted to enter, but it was 
too soon yet to snap back into her usual 
bowling form and attribute it to Rod’s 
coaching. 

“And he'd feel terribly humiliated if he 
knew Id been stringing him along,” she said 
uneasily. “He’s awfully serious and proud. 
Oh, dear, I wish I'd never started this!, I 
knew all the time it wasn’t honest.” 

“Nonsense!” I said scornfully. “All’s fair in 
love and other such battles! These last weeks 
have been fun, haven’t they?” 

Andrea’s voice was very small. “Oh, yes,” 
she whispered. “I like him a lot, Ginny.” 

“Then brace up! In a few more weeks you 
can play your regular game, and he'll think 
he’s Ned Day when it comes to coaching!” 

“Ye-es,” Andrea agreed dubiously. “You 
know, he’s got his boss thinking he’s a pretty 
sharp coach already. Barney’s been watching 
us, and he thinks Rod’s coaching could bring 
business to the alleys. Barney told Rod if he 
won a city title that Barney could use in his 
advertising, he’d give Rod a good raise!” 

“Swell! I'll go down and cheer for him!” 

“Come and cheer for us first,” Andrea 
suggested. “Barney is running off a mixed 
doubles tournament Sunday, and Rod and I 
are entering.” She made a wry face. “I’m 
wearing the blue blouse—poor Rod!” 

I gave her a comforting hug. “The day will 
come when you'll treasure that biue blouse 
for its memories.” 

“The day will come,” Andrea said bitterly, 
“when I'll burn the darned deceitful thing!” 

Honestly, didn’t that girl have a thorn for 
a conscience? 

It took some fast manipulating to convince 
my present heart’s interest that what he most 
wanted Sunday evening was to watch the 
mixed-doubles tourney, but at last we hied 
off to Barney’s. 


(Continued from page 15) 


The tournament was in full swing when 
we arrived. Andrea—in the blue blouse — 
flapped an apathetic hand at me and came 
over between frames. 

“We're not doing too badly,” she reported. 
“If Rod were getting any support, we might 
even have a chance to win.” 

“Remember there are bigger things in life 
than a high bowling score,” I reminded her 
smugly. 

She gave me a cold look. “Tell that to the 
cute number wowing Barney!” 

Cute was hardly the adjective I would 
have picked for the voluble female perched 
on Barney’s desk, but I could see it was the 
one she was aiming at. 

“Who's that?” I asked. 

“Women’s city bowling champion, fresh- 
crowned yesterday, and happy to let every- 
body know it,” grumbled Andrea. I could 
see the cause of her discontent; if Andrea had 
continued bowling in top form, she might 
have made a good try for the title herself. 

I patted her shoulder. “So she got herself 
a cup. But look what you've got!” 

Andrea glanced at Rod, and the sulkiness 
went out of her face. Just as she went back 
to bowl, Barney let out a bellow over the 
loud-speaker. 

“All you guys, give ear!” he yelled. “Little 
Miss Holtz here, our new women’s city cham- 
pion, has just made a terrific offer! She'll take 
on the winning fellow tonight as her partner 
in the city mixed-doubles tournament next 
week! How about that, you guys? Better get 
in there and pitch!” 

Miss Holtz beamed and waved. A certain 
greedy grimness became visible on quite a 
few male expressions, and a number of girls 
were looking at Miss Holtz and muttering 
things behind their teeth. 

I glanced over to catch Andrea’s reaction. 
She had gone over to sit beside the score- 
keeper and was studying his sheet intently. 
At last she leaned back slowly, staring right 
ahead of her. A cold chill snaked up my back- 
bone. I remembered Barney’s offer of a raise 
for Rod if he won a city title. 

Andrea was frowning down at the tight 
sleeve of the blue blouse. I wanted to reach 
over two rows of seats, shake her hard, and 
yelp, “Andrea, you goon, get smart!” 

It was her turn to bowl] again. She got up 
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slowly and moved toward the rack. Then sud- 
denly she stopped and gave a desperate yank 
at the blue sleeve. 

“No, Andrea!” I squealed. “No, no, NO!” 

Rod looked around to give me a puzzled 
stare. But Andrea didn’t turn my way. I 
watched her calmly rip the torn sleeve from 
the armhole, and I let out a moan of pure 
exasperation. It wasn’t necessary to look when 
she heaved the ball. Whang went the pins! 
Strike! 

Right then I knew I might as well go home, 
but there’s a horrid fascination in watching 
something that you built up from nothing go 
to pieces before your eyes. I couldn’t leave. 

Andrea bowled three strikes in a row. 
Probably no audience ever again will see a 
bowler look so woebegone over making a 
turkey. Even Rod’s cheering didn’t lift the 
misery from Andrea’s face. She knew what 
was coming. 

When, a little later, she rolled another tur- 
key, even I could hear the dubious note in 
Rod’s applause. He was giving Andrea the 
look a duckling must get from a hen which 
has just begun to speculate on the true nature 
of the egg she has unwittingly mothered. 

By the third and final line, Rod wasn’t 
doing any cheering at all. His frown had 
settled down to stay. A grim look clamped 
around his mouth. He hurled his ball as 
though something besides pins were at the 
other end of the alley and he was going to 
make thorough hash of it. 

And he had quit talking to Andrea. 

“I knew it! I knew it!” I groaned aloud. 
He had caught on good and certain that this 
wasn’t a streak of luck Andrea was having— 
that it was her regular game—and what he 
had been seeing those other sessions was an 
A-1 brand of malarkey. 

And was he mad! Oh, brother, was he mad! 


I quit counting Andrea’s strikes. 
She was trying desperately to talk to Rod 
now when they were both up to bowl. That 
was the only time he came near enough to 
hear her. I could catch her frantic, apologetic 
little sentences. “Please Rod, don’t be angry 
... If we win, it'll mean a city title for you, 
almost for sure!... Rod, I was never laughing 
at you when you coached me . . . Rod, I’m so 
sorry and ashamed .. .” 

The grim line of his mouth never relaxed 
into an answer. 

Andrea turkeyed out and didn’t even wait 
for the score to be added up. Tears were 
dripping down her cheeks as she scooted for 
the locker room. 

I hopped up and started blindly for the 
exit. “Let’s get out of here!” I didn’t even 
wait to see if my big moment was following. 
Right now I had no use for any boy, even my 
own date. 

All the next day, I tried to corner Andrea 
in classes, but she side-stepped me. At last 
I stormed her house in the evening. “Break 
down and get it over with,” I advised. 

Her eyes were pink with recently shed 
tears, but her voice was steady. “There’s noth- 
ing to break down about; I’m good and glad 
it happened.” She added, “Barney phoned 
last night to tell me we won. I’m very happy.” 

She didn’t look it. I said briskly, “Well, the 
thing to do now is wash it out. Tell you what, 
it'll soon be spring. I'll get the hardier guys 
together and throw a golfing shindig at the 
country club.” 

But Andrea suddenly burst into tears. “I 
won't, I won't!” she sobbed. 

“Look, it'll go better next time, now you 
know the ropes. If you had the brains you 
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FLOWER 
GARDEN 
FLEECES 


RRETISE 


If you love Spring — you'll love these famous St. Marys fashion 
fleeces in cheerful - as - Easter-egg colors — translated 

by Markette into the prettiest toppers ever. 
Left: Sculptured seams create a V back yoke and figure 
flattering lines in this bright new pointed, pixie collar topper. 
In 8-14 subteens, about $25.00; 10-16 teens, about $30.00. 
Right: News angle in the stitch etched seams of this wing 
collar topper with smooth, back swing lines. 
In 10-16 teens, about $30.00. 


Both in white, coral, pink, ice blue, aqua, maize and nude. 


@ At the following stores: 


Buffalo, N.Y. ...J.N. Adam & Co. 
Chicago, lll.. . Henry C. Lytton & Co. 
Also Evanston, Oak Park, Evergreen 
Plaza, Alton, Ill., and Gary, Ind. 


or write: MARKETTE INC., Lambs 


Denver, Colo ...... Neusteter Co. 
Detroit, Mich. ..... Demery’s, Inc. 
Evansville. Ind. . . The Evansville Store 
Fort Wayne, Ind., The Grand Leader 
Jamestown. N.Y..... ...- Bigelow's 
Kalamazoo, Mich. ...... Mahoney's 


Lane, Marysville, Michigan 


Bienen. GBle.. . ccscccecess Gregg’s 
New York, N.Y... .. Bloomingdale's 
Omaha, Neb. . Goldstein-Chapman Co. 
Peoria, Ill...... P. A. Bergner & Co. 
Seattle, Wash......... Bon Marche 
Syracuse, N. Y. . E. W. Edwards & Son 


35 









| A GIRL 
CAN TELL 


A NEW CoM 


sv F. HUGH 


wits 


































PAUL MOR 


H 
H 
i 
| 










fe 


POLO BELT — Youth 
Mode adapts the lo 
player’s belt to fashion 
—fine leather with new- 
est black enamel fit- 
tings. Blue, pink, white. 





Youth Mode sparkles with fashion in a wonderful 
collection of fabrics and leathers. Designed to go 
with all new things being shown, Youth Mode 
brings you fashion highlights from other style 













centers too; conversation pieces in belts, wallets sg” Se $2.00 
and miniature luggage, and always first in ¥ eee 
handbags. 5 
HIDE-A-WAY TOTE— 3 
Latest designer's trend y 
with bag tucked inside; ~~ 





fine leather, ogg of 
zipper opening. Turf, 
yy Tan, Navy, Red. .$3.00 








WICKER WONDER — 
Style is woven into this 
imported hamper -like 
creation. Actual wicker 
work, trimmed with 
spray of flowers $2.00 


Write to Youth Mode 
for store nearest you 


Prices shown do not include Federal tax. 





were born with, you never would have 
spoiled this chance!” 

Andrea raised her head defiantly. “I wasn’t 
using my brains when I started this — this 
play-acting! It was dishonest, and it was 
bound to hurt someone in the end. If you 
need tricks like that to make a friend, the 
friend isn’t worth making!” 

Well, that’s the thanks I got! Here I had 
racked my brains and strained my ingenuity. 
Indignantly, I tossed on my coat and stalled 
to the door. 

The phone rang behind me in the hall. 
Andrea came out listlessly to answer it. Then 
her listlessness vanished, a little pink glow 
spread over her face, her lips lifted at the 
corners. “Oh, how wonderful!” she mur- 
mured. “Of course . . . I just knew it .. . oh, 
really, really? Oh, yes. ..oh, yes. . .oh, YES!” 

She replaced the receiver as gently as if it 
were spun platinum. “That was Rod,” she 
said needlessly. “He’s coming over.” 

“He’s what?” I yelped. 

“He didn’t sign up for the mixed doubles 
with Miss Holtz, and now he wants to enter 
them with me! He’s sure we can win. Isn't 
it wonderful?” 

“After last night...” I stuttered. 

Andrea said with dignity, “I told you it 
wouldn’t make any difference to a real friend 
if I were the better bowler.” She sighed bliss- 
fully. “Oh, and that reminds me—Rod didn’t 
even look at the scores until he went to Bar- 
ney’s today, and just imagine! On the last 
line, he bowled the highest score he has ever 
made! Two hundred and one! Isn’t that mar- 
velous?” She added proudly, “Why, my high 
was only a hundred ninety-two!” 

“Oh, oh!” I cried wisely. “So that’s it!” 

Andrea stamped her foot. “That didn’t 
have a thing to do with his calling,” she said 
stanchly. “He would have come back even if 
he hadn’t beaten me! Otherwise,” she finished 
triumphantly, “why didn’t he sign up with 
Miss Holtz last night? Just tell me that!” 

I couldn’t answer, I didn’t know. Was it 
possible Andrea might have clicked with Rod 
even without my coaching? Was she right in 
believing that being honestly yourself was 
the best way to find your true heart-throb? 
... that if you stuck to your pattern, sooner 
or later you would find the guy who fitted the 
grooves? Somehow I wasn’t so sure anymore 
that I knew all the answers. Don’t things 
work out in the weirdést ways? THE END 
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Doctors... 


Only CLEARASIL actually proves its 
effectiveness by offering results of 
controlled clinical tests by 

leading Skin Specialists. 


Beauty Experts... 





Noted beauty authorities, 
the editors of leading 
newspapers and 
magazines have 

hailed CLEARASIL... 
called it a great 

" new advance in 

\ scientific skin care. 


Millions of Girls Everywhere 


All know there is only one Clearasil 


CLEARASIL is the new-type medication espe- 
cially for pimples and acne that everyone 
is talking about! Because CLEARASIL really 
works, it has quickly gained the confidence of 
millions of users . . . as well as the enthusiastic 
endorsement of many doctors, nurses and 
beauty authorities. This widespread confidence 
has made CLEARASIL outstanding in its field 
...used by more young people and adults 
than any other specific medication for pimples. 


Clearasil ...new scientific medication 


‘STARVES’ PIMPLES //_- 


SKIN-COLORED ...hides pimples while it works 


Doctors prove this new-type 
medication especially for pim- 
ples really works! In skin spe- 
cialists’ tests on 202 patients, 
9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely im- 
proved while using CLEARASIL. 


Amazing starving action... 
CLEARASIL actually starves 
pimples because it helps re- 
move the oils that pimples 
“feed” on. And CLEARASIL’s 
antiseptic action stops the 
growth of bacteria that can 
cause and spread pimples. 





Instant relief from embarrass- 
ment because CLEARASIL is 
skin-colored to hide pimples 
while it helps dry them up. 
Greaseless, stainless. Can be 
left on day and night for un- 
interrupted medication. 


America’s largest-selling 
specific pimple medication... 
because CLEARASIL has helped 
sO many young people and 
adults. CLEARASIL is guaran- 
teed to work for you as it did in 
doctors’ tests or money back. 
59¢ and 98¢ at all druggists. 


Don’t fool with pimples . . . use clinically-tested Clearasil 


Ce 











| Nurses... 

_ When 3002 nurses tested CLEARASIL, 
91 out of every 100 nurses reporting 
said they preferred it to any other 
‘\ pimple medication. 

















a Spring 


Fashion Serenade 


Love designs a lilting dress 
for you—that sings Spring! 
Fashioned of a washable cotton 
that needs no ironing, this pert 
sleeveless style is accented 

by a full skirt in 

a beautiful leaf print 

by MILTON C. BLUM. 

Smart white belt. 

In brown with aqua 

and navy with red. 

Subteen sizes 8-14. 

About $8.00 


At the following stores: 

Corpus Christi, Texas .. . Lichtenstein’s 
Dallas, Texas ... A. Harris 
Indianapolis, Ind. ... Wm. H. Block 
Newark, N. J.... Bamberger’s 

New Orleans, La. ... Maison Blanche 
New York City . . . Gimbel’s 
Pittsburgh, Penna. ... Rosenbaum’s 
Portland, Ore. ... Meier & Frank 
Tulsa, Okla. . . . Seidenbach’s 

or for the stere in your city, write: 


JOSEPH LOVE INC. 
1333 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y. 






























Way back in high school, petite Joni James 
knew that she wanted to be a dancer. She 
worked after school ironing, baby-sitting, and 
selling in a bakery to earn money for dancing 
lessons. After graduation she was hired to 
dance in a musical revue, only to have her 
career halted by an emergency appendec- 
tomy. During her long recuperation period 
dancing was out of the question, and Joni 
turned to singing, which had also appealed 
to her. She sang commercials, recorded a few 
numbers, and then made Why Don’t You Be- 
lieve Me for MGM. The issue was a smash 
hit in just six short weeks, and Joni James 
had started on her way to success as a vocal- 
ist! In the past year her releases have been 
enthusiastically received by disc jockeys and 
public alike. The young singer has gone out 
to meet her fans and played arduous one- 
night stands in theaters and clubs all over 
the country. A singing style both easy and 
sincere has established Joni as a queen of 
song, and her mellow technique promises a 
long reign! Let There Be Love, her first album 
for MGM, includes such gems as You‘re My 
Everything, My Romance and You're Nearer. 


Have you heard about the “creep”? It’s anew 
dance imported from England which is mak- 
ing important news in the dance world. Big 
record companies rushed to make platters of 
the Creep, and lyrics were added to accom- 
pany the syncopated music. Dance studios 
hailed the new dance as a find and are plan- 
ning to start courses in its technique. Derived 
from the blues, the dance is done in a relaxed 


| ballroom style and has been acclaimed by 





teen-agers as the best jitterbug music in 
years! It’s time to learn to creep! Art Mooney 
and orchestra offer a lively version on MGM. 

Columbia’s popular artist, Liberace, offers 
Concertos for You with a Paul Weston back- 
ground in his latest album. The versatile 
pianist plays the Warsaw and Spellbound 
Concertos as well as compositions by Chopin 
and Grieg in this well-rounded musical in- 
terlude, to furnish one more reason for Lib- 
erace’s increasing popularity. 

The Les Elgart band, with emphasis on 
guitar and sax sections, appears to be a new- 
comer with lots of potential. Danceable, in- 
teresting arrangements are combined with a 
simple style in Sophisticated Swing, a Colum- 
bia album including Seen, Turtle Walk, and 
Sophisticated Lady. 

Jazz pianist Ken Clarke ranges from St. 


Louis Blues to Yesterdays in a new album of © 


the MGM Keyboard Kings series. If you like 
this sample of Clarke’s piano you can listen 
to him regularly on Maggie Fisher's Piano 
Playhouse. 

Two other albums recently released which 
you won't want to miss are Eddie Fisher’s 
May |! Sing to You and Eartha Kitt’s latest, 
That Bad Eartha, both on Victor labels. 


by MIMA JEAN SPENCER 






























































New stars on the MGM horizon: Bob Stew- 
art singing a romantic Did | Remember... . 
The instrumentally different Toots Thiele- 
mans Trio giving life to oldie Out of Nowhere. 
. . Teddi King, in solo performance after 
recording with the George Shearing Quintet, 
smoothly reviving | Wished on the Moon.... 
Latin-American Carlos Ramirez who sings 
A Little More of Your Amor in warm style. 
Musically satisfying is the energetic Sauter- 
Finegan version of Deedletown Races which 
flips to Joey’s Theme (Victor). . . . Jo Staf- 
ford comes back into the spotlight pleading 
Make Love To Me and Frankie Laine also ap- 
peals with Granada, both for Columbia. . . . 
The Martin Kane Theme which heralds the 
approach of the TV detective show is a new 
instrumental success as recorded by tune 
writer and orchestra leader, Charles Paul on 
an MGM_ label. . . . Broadway musical 
“Kismet” features smash hit Stranger in 
Paradise which was adapted from modern 
composer Borodin’s Polovtsian Dances. Tony 
Bennett has a favorite recording, Columbia. 


Other choice releases are: 
Bimbo—Pee Wee King ( Victor) 
Centipede Boogie—Chet Atkins ( Victor) 
Changing Partners—Bing Crosby (Decca) 
Dog-Gone It, Baby, I’m In Love—Carl Smith 
( Columbia) 
For the First Time in a Long Time—Noc- 
turnes (MGM) 
Harmony Brown—Four Lads (Columbia) 
Honeycomb—Georgie Shaw ( Decca) 
I Forgot More Than You'll Ever Know— 
Davis Sisters ( Victor ) 
Jelly on My Head—Jimmy Boyd (Colum- 
bia ) 
Jones Boy—Mills Bros. (Decca) 
Many Times—Percy Faith (Columbia) 
Poppa Piccolino—Dolores Gray ( Decca) 
Rags to Riches—Eddie Fisher ( Victor) 
Rendezvous—Billy Eckstine (MGM) 
Ricochet—Gogi Grant (Victor) 
Seashells—Henri Rene ( Victor) 
Seven Silver Dollars—Russ Morgan (Decca) 
Turn Around, Boy—Lew Douglas (MGM) 
Won‘t Somebody Answer the Phone?— 
Ruth Casey (Decca) 
You Alone—Perry Como (Victor) 


Name your dance and MGM can produce 
the music for it on one of its albums in the 
Designed for Dancing series. You can polka 
with Ted Tyle and Orchestra, mambo or 
rhumba to the music of Rene Touzet or just 
glide to All Time Favorites like September 
Song and Tea for Two as Eddie Ashman and 
his Grossinger Orchestra create a reminiscent 
atmosphere. The latest Tops in Pops set fea- 
tures Many Times, | Love Paris and the Moon 
is Blue with orchestra under the baton of 
Jerry Wald. All in all, a complete collection 
for your tingling feet whether you like a fast 
or slow beat! THE END 
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There’s Fur in Our Family 


(Continued from page 21) 


often before the kittens were born. He stood 
on his hind legs and grasped the knob between 
his paws. With just a little wiggle and a for- 
ward pressure, the door opened. He held it 
open for the kittens and Maud to pass 
through. 

Of course, Maud complimented him on his 
masterfulness and kissed him smack on his 
nose. Such open admiration from his family 
brought forth one reaction—he started to wash. 

Maud called the kittens’ attention to this 
act, explaining, “Now I want you to notice 
this, my dears. Whenever you can’t think of 
anything else to do, just start washing! You 
will find this a most comforting action, when 
you are being chased, tormented, praised, 
scolded, or embarrassed. Just stop and wash.” 


The kittens’ first day in the back 
yard proved to be confusing, enlightening, 
and terrifying. They loved the grass. While 
they chased one another through this thick, 
soft carpet, many wonderful tiny things with 
wings started up right before them. Maud 
caught a moth and tossed it in the air for 
Cassidy to catch. He ate it quickly. 

Maud led the way over to the bushes and 
started digging. The kittens followed. The 
dead leaves from last year proved to be mon- 
sters they could carry in their mouths with 
all the fierceness of a leopard with a small 
animal between its jaws. 

The family was alerted by Michael to im- 
pending danger. He heard a rustle in the 
bushes and started to stalk his prey. Maud 
and the kittens followed suit. He slunk along, 
close to the ground, listening, listening. The 
noise he heard was a mouse on the fence 
above. The mouse was tippy-toeing, ever so 
softly, along the top, eyeing the enemy be- 
low. Finally it got enough ahead of the group 
to make one final dash the length of the 
fence to freedom. 

Michael was much embarrassed to have 
been outwitted, and in front of his family, 
too. What did he do? He sat down and 
washed. In one minute six cats were taking 
a complete bath, not another care in the 
world. 

Secretly he blamed the children for his 
failure to locate exactly the sound he had 
heard, so he went off by himselt to a more 
wooded section. As luck would have it, he 
found another enemy, a snake. With a few 
deft moves, he had the snake by the back 
of the neck. Of course, he dragged it back 
to show the others. He walked tall, with the 
snake pulling heavily between his legs. His 
ears were back, and he was making throaty 
sounds, half cry and half meow. 

When it was time for the kittens to come 
in for a rest, each one brought in an old 
oak leaf practically in the same manner as 
Michael had proudly carried his snake. They 
were allowed to keep their coveted prizes. 

Ming was sold when she was three months 
old. A month later she was returned, as the 
folks were moving out of town. 

She looked like the little rich girl coming 
to visit, bringing all her toys, and wearing 

a short bunny fur coat and blond curls, walk- 
ing with arched back curled like a question 
mark, 

The others decided to accept her and her 
gifts. The tall, tantalizing, and tough brothers 
and one sister made short work of her felt 
catnip fish. They tore it to pieces. Ming’s 
favorite “mousie house” was de-moused in 
an hour. 
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present the $.T.1.* Topper 


gleaming, polished, jeweled! 


What could be prettier than 
this luxury-soft, jewel kissed 
polished fleece topper, its lines 
beautiful to behold and wear. 
Coral, pink, blue, white, turquoise 
and maize. In *Smaller-than- 
teen sizes, 8-14. About $20.00. 


For the official $.T.T. store write: 
$.T.T. National Club Director, 
1.R.S., 33 W. 34 St., N. Y., N. Y. 


Little Empress Coats Inc. 
534 Eighth Ave., N. Y., N. Y. 





PROOF” that new medication helps 


CLEAR UP PIMPLES! 


Ingredients Long Prescribed By Skin Specialists—Proven Effective 
By Thousands—Girls, boys, adults everywhere credit Wunder-skin 
. relieve embarrassment instantly! 


with helping to clear up pimples .. 


THE TRUTH ABOUT “BAD” SKIN—Contrary 
to superstition, pimples are. not caused by 

“bad” blood, are not a sign of uncleanliness, 
nor are they hereditary. Pimples are the re- 
sult of temporary excess secretions of oil that 
the skin cannot throw off. 


CLEARS PORES—DRIES UP PIMPLES! Grease- 

less Wunder-skin is medically-formulated to 

help free pores of these excess oils . . . dry up 

pimples. Contains antiseptic Derma-sep to dis- 

courage bacteria that can cause and spread 

mee. Wunder-skin ingredients have long 
een prescribed by skin specialists. 


ENDS EMBARRASSMENT! Doctors warn that 
pimples can impair self-confidence and per- 
sonality. Wunder-skin is specially flesh-tinted 
to hide pimples, blemishes, blackheads . . . 
Blends amazingly well with skin tones. 
Quick-drying, soothing, stainless! 


GUARANTEED ‘to help your skin condition 
or money back. Large tube 59¢. Economy 
size 98¢. At all drug counters. 


wr ag 
Another fine PUREPAC product 


: SPECIAL OFFER: Send name, address and 

























FLESH-COLOR 
To Conceal As It Helps Heal! 





10¢ in stamps or coin for trial size. Purepac 
Corp., P. O. Box 214K, Lenox Hill Sta., 
New York 21, N. Y. 


*Statements on file from Wunder-skin users 
throughout the country prove its effectiveness. 
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...for pictures you'll be proud to give 
LUXURIOUS, DOUBLE-WEIGHT, SATIN FINISH, WALLET SIZE 


Photos 


from any photo, 
snapshot or negative 


20 


FOR ONLY 


$400 


or 50 for *2 


from one pese POSTPAID 
see bonus offer above 











illustration actual 
size luxurious double- 
weight portrait paper, 
finest satin finish. 












FOR EVERYONE ON YOUR LIST — beautiful photographs ee ee 

of yourself at a low, low price ... perfectly reproduced: 
“on long lasting double-weight photographic paper=» » 
»-of.the highest quality. And there's nothing your.» 
tlassmates, girl friends, boy friends and relatives” 
- would rather have than your picture .. . es : 
in the convenient wallet size! ne ee 














FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS, Box $-B, Quincy 69, Mass. 
Please send me: 
0 20 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid, $1 enclosed. 
© 50 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid, $2 enclosed. 
1 am to receive the Friendship Folio with my order of $2 at no extra cost. 
1 enclose photo or negative which you will return unharmed. 
My money back air mail if I'm not delighted. 


Sonecenntnay 


FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS — DIVISION OF MAIL-N-SAVE® 














Maud inspectéd the torn-up fish and asked 
who had done this thing. Ming muttered 
something under her breath, something like, 
“Look at the old bag, fussing over an old 
dead fish.” 

“Who said that?” Maud turned on the 
four and demanded. Getting no answer, she 
jumped to the top of the fireplace and sat 
down. With half-closed eyes she sat and 
watched and waited. Ming, drunk with suc- 
cess of her popularity, became bold and 
risked it again. “Look at the old bag!” 

Then it happened. In one effortless move- 
ment her mother was on the floor. Poor Ming! 
Her mother boxed her first on one ear and 
then on the other. The final insult was a nip 
on her hind end. 

The four kittens are no longer with us. 
They were sold by the time they were five 
months old. We are still living with Michael 
and Maud. We are still giving them apologies 
when we move a piece of furniture, and ex- 
planations why the house needs cleaning, 
why the screens have to be put up and the 
storm windows taken down. 

At the end of the day, when they bed down 
the human beings for the night, they always 
have a few chores left to be done. The lights 
are out, but they must bat a tiny ball around 
a few more times, sharpen claws, and chase 
moonbeams that scuttle across the wall from 
that tiny open slit in the draperies. Of course 
there is the last inevitable little snack before 
retiring. 

Michael’s last request, as he sleepily blinks 
his blue eyes, is the Siamese prelude to slum- 
ber: “Come on, Maud. Aren’t you ever going 
to stop washing? I’m ready for bed!” THE END 





Oh, What You Said! 
(Continued from page 17) 


The ability to make others laugh is a rare 
and wonderful gift. Used rightly, it’s a sure 
road to popularity. The really famous laugh- 
makers are those who poke fun at the one 
person it can’t hurt — themselves. Imogene 
Coca, Jack Benny, Bob Hope, to name a few. 
Ever notice how they always manage so the 
joke’s on them? 

So—when we joke, let’s aim the joke at our- 
selves. If we can’t do that, we’d better play 
it straight. Every star needs a “straight man.” 
Look at Fibber McGee and Molly—sometimes 
Molly steals the show! 


What did you hear? It’s true that every- 
body is guilty of an occasional remark that 
shows up bright green. Sooner or later, we're 
apt to hear somebody’s catty remark about 
ourselves. If it comes through the “grapevine” 
it’s somehow a little harder to ignore. A well- 
meaning friend comes to us saying, “Wait 
till I tell you what Janet said about you at 
lunch today.” 

Janet is a good friend, so of course we are 
curious. Yet, what she said may have been 
something that “just slipped out” and that 
she regrets by now. If we overlook our 
friends’ faults, they may be more willing to 
overlook ours. So, we gather up all our 
strength and say, “Perhaps I'd rather not 
hear about it at all.” 

Practice makes perfect. As we learn to 
catch the catty remark about.to slip off our 
tongue, and to turn a deaf ear to the friend 
who is about to “sharpen her claws,” we find 
ourselves reaping rich rewards and know 
that when our name comes up in conversa- 
tion, people are saying nice things about us. 

“Ask her to the party! She’s one person it's 
always fun to have around!” THE END 
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by BERTHA JANCKE LUECK 


GYPSY COLT —A touching, 
tender story of a little girl 
and her horse that holds the 
interest from the moment 








SPEAKING OF MOVIES 





How to 
take the work 
out of housework ! 








as Meg's parents, trying des- 
perotely fo save their ranch. 
You will love the beautiful 
black colt. (M-G-M) 











IT SHOULD HAPPEN TO 
YOU—An amusing story of o 
small-town girl in New York. 
Out of o job, Gladys (Judy 
Holliday) meets Pete (Jack 
Lemmon) a. camera fan. Am- 
bitious. Gladys hires a_ bill- 
board to display her name 
high over the city. Before 
long she is a celebrity, with 
wealthy Evan (Peter Lawford) 
in love with her. It is all too 
much for Pete, who disap- 
pears. Realizing that he is the 
man in her life, Gladys de- 
vises a unique, dramatic way 
to get him back. (Columbia) 


THE BOY FROM OKLA- 
HOMA — This WarnerColor 
Western has plenty of action, 

P , and r e. Will 
Rogers, Jr. is an easy-going 
cowboy who, while awaiting 
his law degree, becomes sher- 
iff of Blue Rock. Though he 
never carries o gun—relying 
on his cleverness with the lar- 
iat — he rovts a notorious 
outlaw. With the help of the 
daughter (Nancy Olson) of 
his murdered predecessor he 
captures the killers, wins the 
respect of the town, and all 
ends happily. (Warner) 








THE LONG, LONG TRAILER 
—Traveling with Desi Arnaz 
and Lucille Ball, os a con- 
struction engineer and his 
bride, on a honeymoon trip 
to Colorado by trailer, you 
will have a laugh a minute. 
Along the way, Marjorie Main 
and Keenan Wynn add to the 
merriment. fun, excitement, 
and trouble begin as soon as 
Lucy and Desi set out in “The 
Whale,” and there is never a 
dull moment. For good meas- 
ure, there are beautiful Tech- 
nicolor shots of Yosemite Park. 
Don’t miss this. (M-G-M) 
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i THREE FREE 
' Johnson’s Wax booklets ! 
| full of time-saving | 
! housekeeping hints ! 


Furniture Care—The easy way to keep 
furniture shining-clean—includes sec- 
tion on removing scratches and other 
blemishes. 

Floor Care—Complete information 
about practical maintenance of fourteen 
kinds of flooring; also answers to special 
problems. 

Kitchen Care— How to keep expensive 
kitchen cabinets and appliances clean, 
sparkling and new-looking with a mod- 
ern wax-cleaner. 


= 
- 
—— 
< 
w 


To get your free booklets, 


write to: Margaret Scott, 
Consumer Service Dept. AG-34, 


Johnson's Wax, Racine, Wisconsin. 


JOHNSON’S WAX 
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iS YOURS 


for selling 

only 50 boxes of 

our 300 greeting card line. 
And this can be done in a 
single day. Free samples. 









Other leading boxes on approval. 
Many surprise items. 

It costs you nothing to try. 
Mail coupon below today. 


compen oe AS IN goveor 


au occas 
ASSORTMENT. 
Rxquisite designs with rich, SS ins cards ype 
colorful decorations original Sedimene onal 






novelty attachments 





PANSY REMEMBRANCE 
ENSEMBLE 





DELUXE GIFT WRAPPING 
FOR ALL OCCAS! 
iy} _- « ulti-color sheets plus 
ing 5 coals and gift tage 


CHEERFUL CARD CO. 
Dept. 17-B, White Piains, N. Y. 


F = Mail This Coupon Today" ¥ 
CHEERFUL CARD CO. t 


Dept. 17-B, White Plains, N. Y 


Please rush samples and full details of your t 
money-making plan. 











as 4 
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Addr i 

City. Stote. & 
Leeuw eee eee ewe 
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' trades. In the 


| designers and apprentices. 





outdoor living, clothes have taken on a tailor- 
ing touch and a casualness not to be found 
elsewhere. St. Louis has developed so rapidly 
as a fashion market that buyers from the East 
and writers for the fashion magazines now 
find they must go there. In Texas and the 
Southwest there is a steady upward trend in 
the manufacture of higher-priced clothing. 
The majority of Texas girls—according to a 
buyer for a leading chain of junior department 
stores—are taller and slimmer than average 
because of a great deal of outdoor exercise. 
Their demand for good tailoring in sports- 
wear has set a standard that manufacturers 
across the country are striving to live up to. 

In all these sections, vocational training 
has tried to keep up with the swelling need 
for workers. In Los Angeles, the Frank E. 
Wiggins Vocational High School copied the 
plan of the Central High School for Needle 
Trades in New York. In St. Louis, the gar- 
ment trades unions set up emergency training 
centers, until the school board could work out 
its present high school plan of training and 
apprenticeship. The East, of course, is sprin- 
kled with high schools that prepare for the 
needle trades. Some of the best are in Buffalo, 
New York; Fall River, Massachusetts; and 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 


If you have hitched your dreams 
to a high rung on the fashion ladder, you may 
decide to go on from high school work to 
fashion studies at the college level. Wherever 
you live, you will not find this too difficult, 
for the colleges and universities are becoming 
aware of the enormous possibilities for young 
people in this field. 

Stephens College, in Columbia, Missouri, 
has made needle trades and fashion design a 
big feature. St. Louis manufacturers often pur- 
chase designs straight from the workshops of 
this junior college and put them into their 
line of merchandise. They hire graduates as 
Ann Lundgren 
Laumeyer, 1949 graduate, is now head de- 
signer for the Frehlich Manufacturing Com- 
pany. Anna Sieglebaum Moldafsky, ’48, com- 
bined studies in fashion and radio at Ste- 
phens. She’s now fashion commentator for a 
St. Louis station. Betty Jo Patten Vickers, 47, 
is a designer for the Gracie store in Nashville, 
where she’s noted for her bridal costumes. 

George Washington University in St. Louis 
has a large department devoted to needle 
East, Cornell University has a 
wide range of fashion courses. In Texas, two 
colleges are strong in this field: Southern 
Methodist in Dallas, and Texarkana in Tex- 
arkana. And in New York, the Central High 
School for Needle Trades has its own junior 
college —the Fashion Institute — under the 
same roof. 

Let’s have a close look now and see where 
you are headed, if climbing fashion’s ladder 
appeals to you. To begin with, you should 
appraise yourself—to see whether you really 
have a leaning toward hand skills, plus artistic 
ability, creative imagination, or a knack for 
getting on with people that would make you 


a good supervisor or administrator. If the an-. 


swer is yes, you must still be prepared, in this 
as in any other career, to start at the botton 
rung—and climb. You must of course be pre- 
pared to sell your employers a worthwhile 
skill. But even if you hope someday to become 
a famous designer, you may have to serve an 
apprenticeship as an operator in the factory. 

What you can earn varies widely, and in 
part depends on yourself. It’s hard to give 
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figures or wage scales. In general, the hourly 
rate for beginners in this industry is above 
the legal minimum of seventy-five cents an 
hour—often as high as $1.20. In New York, 
many girls after short experience earn $75 to 
$80 per week of thirty-five hours. With 
750,000 people employed in New York State’s 
five-billion-dollar business, graduates of vo- 
cational schools can hope for fast promotion; 
many have risen to key positions. Your talents 
will decide where you may find your place— 
in the main stream of men’s and women’s 
tailoring, shoe and hat manufacture; or in 
related lines, from fabricating hatpins to de- 
signing slip covers. 

How high can you climb? Well, let’s look 
at some “case histories.” 


Here’s Emity Przysys. She holds the im- 
portant job of draper at Bergdorf Goodman-— 
New York’s famous house of custom and 
ready-made apparel. She’s a graduate of the 
East New York Vocational High School, where 
she majored in dressmaking. Shortly after 
graduation she began at Bergdorf Goodman 
as a finisher, sewing hems and tracing pat- 
terns. She showed such promise, even in this 
routine job, that she wasn’t allowed to remain 
in it long. In six years, she tripled her start- 
ing salary. 

In her present position, Emily arranges the 
pattern on the form made to the individual 
specifications of the customer. This pattern 
is not like the paper patterns you are accus- 
tomed to. It is of muslin, and Emily works it 
over, with darts and alterations, until it is 
just right for the particular woman who will 
wear the finished garment. Afterward it is 
traced on the material by a finisher, who also 
cuts it out. Then Emily takes over, draping 
the basted garment on the form, pinning and 
fitting it. Later a fitter will try it on the cus- 
tomer. If Emily’s work has been well done 
(and it always is, according to her supervisor, 
Max Cohen) there is apt to be very little al- 
teration. 

Sometimes a customer comes in with a 
sketch or a picture cut from a magazine and 
asks for a dress that “looks like this.” Emily 
cuts a pattern in muslin with only the aid of 
the sketch. 

Mr. Cohen plans to have Emily work next 
as a fitter. From there she can go on to be- 
come a designer. Like many great firms in 
this field, Bergdorf Goodman prefers to ad- 
vance its own people, rather than bring in 
experienced people from the outside. Emily 
has her eye on a top rung of the ladder. Why 
not? The store’s present European represen- 
tative once held her job. 


FLORENCE PRESSLER chose hats as her ca- 
reer. A graduate of the Central High School 
for Needle Trades, she had her first job un- 
der the school’s apprenticeship plan, work- 
ing alternate weeks making veils, hatpins, and 
trimmings in the nationally renowned Mr. 
John’s millinery shop. 

Today, at twenty, she is a full-fledged 
copyist on hats, which is regarded as most 
unusual. She makes sample hats according to 
designs originated by Mr. John, and described 


to her down to the smallest detail. “Two hats 
are never the same,” she says. “I love the 


work—and the variety!” 


ELEANOR NiEHAUus studied interior deco- 
rating at the Central High School for Needle 
Trades, but discovered that her real love was 
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upholstering. She’s with the Gladys Reid stu- 
dio in New York City, handling requests from 
decorators who want special jobs done for 
homes and offices. They describe the layout 
and provide the fabric; Eleanor helps carry 
out their designs. She’s an expert on slip cov- 
ers, draperies, and pressboard valances, as 
well as upholstery. 

Needlework isn’t one trade—it’s many, with 
many opportunities for people with a variety 
of tastes and talents. Study your own. Then, 
if you discover a particular rung of the fash- 
ion ladder that is right for you, don’t delay— 
start climbing toward it while you're in high 
school. THE END 





From the Fruit Bowl 
(Continued from page 27) 


are browned. Orange cups also make pretty 
containers for the lime sherbet for which we 
are giving a recipe. Lemon cups make tricky 
servers for tartar sauce or pickle relish. 

Now for some recipes. Nancy Thysell of 
Hawley, Minnesota, sends a family favorite. 
As this dessert bakes, i, separates into two 
layers, a light custard on the bottom and a 
delicate sponge layer on the top. 


LEMON DELICACY 

2 eggs, separated 2 tablespoons melted 
Dash salt butter 
4 cup sugar 4 cup sugar 
Grated rind of }lemon 2 tablespoons flour 
Juice of 1 lemon 1 cup milk 

Add salt to egg whites and beat until stiff, 
but not dry. Gradually add % cup sugar and 
beat until stiff. Beat egg yolks with same 
beater. Blend rind, juice, and butter into egg 
yolks. Mix 4 cup sugar and flour and stir into 
egg yolks. Stir in milk. Fold mixture gently 
into beaten egg whites. Pour into greased, 
1-quart casserole. Set in pan of hot water and 
bake in slow oven (325°) 45 minutes. Serves 6. 


A recipe for a sweet-tart dressing that is 
delicious with fruit salad comes from Nancy 
Kaderly of Juda, Wisconsin. 


CITRUS SALAD DRESSING 
‘4 cup sugar 
‘4 teaspoon salt 
@ teaspoon paprika V4 cup orange juice 
2 whole eggs or 4 yolks 2 tablespoons butter 
1 cup cream, whipped 

Combine sugar, salt, and paprika. Beat 
eggs and add, with juices, to first mixture. 
Cook in top of double boiler, stirring con- 
stantly, until thick. Add butter. Cool. Fold 
in whipped cream. 


2 tablespoons lemon 
juice 


Linda Brodhun, of Port Angeles, Washing- 
ton contributes a recipe for a delicious warm 
pudding. Any leftover pudding can be re- 
heated in a double boiler. 


BAKED ORANGE PUDDING 

1 cup sugar 1 cup sugar 
Juice of 1 orange legg 
Rind of 1 orange 1 b ilk 
l cup raisins wap Senos 
% cup butter or 1 teaspoon soda 

margarine 2 cups flour 

Mix 1 cup sugar with orange juice. Set 
aside. Put the orange rind and raisins through 
food chopper, using finest blade. Cream 
shortening, add one cup sugar gradually. 
Cream until light and fluffy. Beat egg. Stir into 
creamed mixture. Stir soda into buttermilk. 
Add alternately with flour to creamed mix- 
ture, beating well after each addition. Stir 
in raisins and orange rind. Pour into greased 
and floured 9” square pan. Bake in moderate 
oven (350°) 45 to 55 minutes. Pour the juice- 
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BE A GOOD SCOUT 


ON THE NATION’S HIGHWAYS 
Be Sure You Learn to Drive Safely! 





Nearly everybody learns to drive an automobile these days. But, the ever- 
rising number of automobile accidents proves that mot everybody learns to 
drive safely and sanely, protecting his own safety and the lives of his family, 


friends and other highway users. 


NEW, FREE CARTOON BOOK TEACHES SAFE DRIVING —IS 
ENDORSED BY LEADING SAFETY ORGANIZATIONS 





“TOMMY GETS THE KEYS” 


| 
is distributed as | 
a public service | 
| 
| 
| 


“Tommy Gets the Keys” 
color book that shows how young Tommy 
Johnson and his sister Betty learn driving skills 
that they will rely on the rest of their lives. 

Tommy’s mother and father are not sure that 
he is ready to get the keys to the family car. 
Like all parents, they are worried about the 
increasing number of highway tragedies that 
snuff out the lives of young and old alike. Skip 
Morgan, a family friend and champion stock- 
car driver, takes over the task of teaching 
Tommy how to drive and younger sister Betty 
sits in on each lesson. 

Tommy and Betty learn that sportsmanship, 
the same kind we learn on the field of sport, 
plus courtesy and skill are the basic ingredients 
of good driving. 

Use coupon to get your FREE copy of an 
interesting, dramatic book that could save your 
life and the lives of your loved ones. 


is a 32-page, four- 


Public Relations, The B. F. Goodrich Company, Akron, Ohie 
Please send me my FREE copy of "Tommy Gets the Keys.” 


(Please print plainly.) 











NAME 
me ADDRESS 
B. F. Goodrich 
Akron, Ohio CITY ZONE 
STATE AG 










You can put your name o 
most everything you own if 
you use Cash’s Woven Names 
—thereby insuring positive 
identification and protection 
from loss at home or away. Ask your 
dealer or write for Free folder 
Ways To Use Cash’s Names.’ 
CASH’S 


So. Norwalk 1, Conn. 
Pay ee) 
PRICES $ bez. $3.25 


HIGH SCHOOL SENIORS 


Sell your classmates America’s Most 
Beautiful and complete line of Modern 


GRADUATION 
NAME CARDS 


and 
No financial a. 
Write today for free sample 


PRINTCRAFT, Dept. A 
1509 Maple St., Scranton 5, Pa. 
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12 Dox. $3.75 NO-SO CEMENT 
24 Dox. $5.75 35< a Tube 
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G3 _, Box 2309, Hollywood 28, Coliternia 











New Style Craze Puts 


HUNDREDS OF 
>, EXTRA DOLLARS 


In Your Pocket! 


FLEX ICLOGS sweep nation! $1,250 in one 
month! $900 in 3 months e spare time re- 
cords of some of our dealers show ov yen 

pis opeorenaty with FLEXIC Ss! New 
hin wooden sandals that flex with 

foot are breaking sales records everyw — 
Colorful models for men, women, children 


& 


BZ 


| plus complete accessory line will triple yd 


protts: Oo ex “yr no investment. 


E Sales it and Sample Offer now! 
SEND FOR FREE OUTFIT! 
FLEXICLOGS, Box Box 2¢- T 

Holstein, 


Name 





| Please rush FREE aie taen Kit ma Sample Offer without obligation 
| 
I 


Address. 





|_ Cit & Zone 











NEW THRILLING SENSATION IN 


EVERYDAY CARDS 


values bring you easy or- 

on sight. Earn extra dol- 
fast. Big h ine easy - -selling $1 
Assortments, Personalized Scented 
Stationery, Nai pkins and many Gifts. 

FREE Samples with name, several 

$1.00 Boxes ON APPROVAL. W Write 

JOY GREETINGS, Dept. 1-T, 

507 WN. Cardinal, St. Louis 3, Missouri 


YARN FREE SAMPLES & DIRECTIONS 


All Wool Knitting & Rug Yarns; Patterns & 
Frames. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Lowest 
Prices. Buy Direct—Save Money. 


BARTLETT YARN MILLS, Box G, Harmony, Maine 
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IF YOUR DATE 
COMES TO DINNER, 
SHOULD HE HELP 
WITH THE DISHES? 


You can make your own rules 
about this. If you're going 
to an 8:30 show, and it's 
8:15...what do 
you think? If 
Mother excuses 
you... would 
you insist? 





Bat...if it's a habit in 
your house for you to help, 
there's no reason why your 
date shouldn't lend a hand. 
Chances are, he'll prefer 
the kitchen informality to 
sitting in the living roon, 
carrying ona starched-col- 
lar conversation with Dad. 


So now, while you're both 
in the kitchen, grab the 
chance to show him what a 
wise homebody you are. Use 
tricks like S.0.S. An §.0.S. 
scouring pad does the dirty 
work...pots 
and pans... 
fast. Because _ 
Ss. 0. S. cleans_U 
and polishes, ~“/ 
both ... the 

soap is right in the pad. 






Wasn't that easy? He prob- 
ably even enjoyed it (with,of 
course, the help of §.0.5.!) 


The $.0.$. Company, Chicago, lilinois, U.S.A. 
$.0.S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Lid., Toronto, Ont. 
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sugar mixture over the hot pudding. Serve 
warm, with whipped or plain cream. Makes 
8 generous servings. 


Here is our recipe for tarts which are really 
special. They are rich, so serve them with a 
meal that is on the light side. A helpful hint: 
have the cream cheese at room temperature. 


LEMON CREAM-CHEESE TARTS 
3 (3-0z.) packages 
cream cheese 
6 baked (4”) tart 


3 eggs 
% cup sugar 
Y cup lemon juice 
2 teaspoons grated lemon shells 

rind Grape jelly 

Beat eggs in top of double boiler until 
thick and fluffy. Add sugar gradually, beating 
constantly. Beat in lemon juice and rind. Cook 
over hot water, stirring constantly, until thick 
and smooth. Mash cheese and mix smooth. 
Gradually add the first mixture, stirring until 
well blended. Cool. Fill tart shells with 
cheese mixture. Top each tart with a spoon- 
ful of grape jelly. 


Oranges combine with canned spiced ham 
in this recipe to make an appetizing supper 
dish that serves 4. It comes from Annette 
Dale, of Adrian, Minnesota. 


SPICED HAM-ORANGE CASSEROLE 

1 (8-0z.) can spiced ham 2 teaspoon dry 
2 oranges mustard 
Y% cup brown sugar Ya cup water 
1% teaspoons cornstarch 2 tablespoons raisins 

Cut ham into thin slices. Peel and slice 
oranges. Arrange ham and orange slices al- 
ternately in 9’x5”x2” baking dish. Mix sugar, 
cornstarch, and mustard. Add water and stir 
until smooth. Cook over low heat until mix- 
ture boils. Add raisins and pour over ham 
and orange slices. Bake in moderate oven 
(350°) 25 minutes. 


Grapefruit juice and fresh rhubarb make a 
refreshing juice with a different flavor. 


GRAPEFRUIT-RHUBARB COCKTAIL 

1 pound rhubarb Y% cup corn syrup 
1% cups water 1% cups grapefruit juice 
% cup sugar Dash of salt 

Wash and trim rhubarb. Leave on peel—it 
gives a delicate pink color. Cut into 1” pieces, 
put in saucepan with water, and bring to a 
boil. Lower heat and simmer 20 minutes, or 
until rhubarb is tender. Strain. Add sugar 
and syrup. Stir and heat until sugar is dis- 
solved. Add grapefruit juice and salt. Chill 
thoroughly before serving. Makes 3% cups. 

You will want to add this to your file of 
recipes for good dishes for late breakfast or 
brunch, or for supper. Serve these fritters 
with scrambled eggs and ham, bacon, or 
sausages. The recipe-comes from Justine 
Georgia Regner of Darby, Pennsylvania. 


ORANGE FRITTERS 


6 oranges 2 tablespoons sugar 
1 cup flour Va teaspoon salt 
1% teaspoons baking legg 

powder Y cup milk 


If oranges are large, 5 will be enough. 
Peel them, separate sections, remove seeds, 
Mix and sift flour, baking powder, sugar, and 
salt. Beat egg well. Add egg and milk to 
flour, stirring until smooth. Dip each piece 
of orange in this batter and fry in deep, hot 
fat (375°) until brown. Drain on absorbent 
paper and sprinkle with powdered sugar. 


This is the sherbet which we suggested 
serving in orange cups. It is a pretty, tangy, 
and delicious dessert. 


LIME MILK SHERBET 


1 cup sugar Ye cup cold water 
1 cup water 2 teaspoons grated 
1 package lime- lime rind 
flavored gelatin % cup lime juice 
2 cups milk 


Combine sugar and water in saucepan; boil 
gently 2 minutes. Dissolve gelatin in the hot 
syrup. Add cold water, lime rind and juice. 
Chill until syrupy. Add milk gradually, stir- 
ring constantly. (Mixture will look slightly 
curdled.) Pour into freezing tray of refriger- 
ator and set control for coldest freezing tem- 
perature. When mixture is partially firm 
(about 1 hour) turn into cold bowl and beat 
with rotary beater until smooth, but not 
melted. Return to tray and freeze until firm. 
Makes about 1 quart. 


“The special thing about this quick-and- 
easy salad,” writes Linda Peterson of Monroe, 
Connecticut, “is the flavoring —celery seed 
and garlic vinegar.” 


GRAPEFRUIT SALAD 

Grapefruit segments Celery seed 
Lettuce leaves Special dressing 

Arrange grapefruit on lettuce. Sprinkle 
lightly with celery seed. Serve with: Special 
Dressing: Mix % cup garlic vinegar with 4 
cup salad oil. Season to taste with salt and 
pepper. 


The July Recipe Exchange will feature 
recipes which use CEREALS—hot or dry—in 
other ways than as strictly breakfast foods. 
There is a wide and wonderful variety of 
cereals in our markets nowadays, and there 
are many interesting ways of using them: 
in main dishes, as an accompaniment to meat 
dishes; as desserts, and even in candies. Do 
you have a favorite way of serving cereals- 
some special trick with them? Send your 
recipe in for the July issue. For every recipe 
printed in the magazine we will pay one 
dollar. Remember—it must be one which you, 
yourself, have used successfully. Follow care- 
fully the rules given below. THE END 





July 
Subject: Cereals 


Each month we will announce in the magazine the 
kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. The 
recipe you send in MUST be one that you have used 
successfully. For every recipe printed in the maga- 
zine, THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. 

We should also like to receive letters telling 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or valuable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY 


1. Recipe and letters must be typewritten or neatly 
printed in ink. : 

2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 
Recipes must be written on one side of paper only. 





Recipe Exchange 


Date Due: March 19, 1954 


3- In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the source 
of your recipe. 

4. List ingredients in the order of use in the recipe, 
and give level measurements. If any special tech 
niques are involved, describe them fully. 

5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
THE AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magazine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 

6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, AMERICAN 
GIRL Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New York 17, 
New York. 
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First position. Stand upright, muscles un- 
flexed. Stretch arms upward with elbows 
slightly rounded as though you were carry- 
ing a great balloon high in the air and 
centered. Stretch fingers upward, palms fac- 
ing each other and shoulders lowered. Now, 
keeping legs still, stretch the right side of 
rib cage upward so that the right arm and 
hip will fall into one line. (It is as though 
you were carrying your balloon above your 
head to one side.) Return to first position. 
Now stretch left side of rib cage upward and 
repeat. Return to centered position again. 
This will teach you control and co-ordination 
of movement. 

Another one—this develops a good posture 
as well as being a fine tummy whittler. First 
position. Stand upright, muscles unflexed, 
toes turned out, arms by sides. Slowly raise 
right knee hip-high, with toe pointed. The 
bent leg forms a right angle, with the hori- 
zontal line from hip to knee, and the vertical 
line from knee to toe. Now lower the right 
toe tip to floor and back again to first posi- 
tion. Repeat with the raising of left knee, 
etc., and back to first position. Repeat alter- 
natively raising right and left knees to the 
count of ten, making an effort to change as 
smoothly as possible. Now go faster. 

This next is designed to slim the derriére 
and thighs. It really does the trick. Sit on 
the floor, knees bent high in front of you, and 
hug them with your hands. Now roll back, 
hugging your knees. As you go back the 
momentum from the swing will help you roll 
forward again so that you form a ball that 
rocks back and forth. Rock about ten times. 
It’s an exercise that becomes easier with prac- 
tice. Vary the forward-and-backward rocking 
with side-to-side rocking—rolling sideways. 
When doing this let the hands extend to the 
sides. 

This last one is a super tummy-trimmer 
and waist-slimmer. First position. Lie flat on 
back on the floor with legs outstretched. Now 
point toes all you can and slowly raise legs 
—keeping knees straight—to about an angle 
of forty-five degrees with the floor. Lower 
legs again until heels almost—but not quite 
-reach floor. Do this four or five times. 
Ummmmmm. Can you feel those abdominal 
muscles working! 


While you are beginning modern 
dance—and keep this in mind—it doesn’t really 
matter what sort of steps you do. The im- 
portant thing is to do something. Explore all 
the ranges and varieties of movement pos- 
sible to two-legged creatures. Naturally at 
this early stage your steps, movements, and 
patterns will not be perfectly executed. 
Patience, you'll get there. Sweep out your 
arms and legs; describe huge arcs with your 
arms; leap up high into the air, making sure 
you come down with legs bent to cushion your 
landing. If you don’t already feel a sense of 
joy, keep plugging; you very soon will. 

The best time for your workout is before 
you tire, while you still have plenty of vigor. 
Before you begin your homework. might be a 
good time—you know best. 

For achieving poise and lightfootedness, 
ty dancing with a strip of tulle or soft ma- 
terial held above your head, arms slightly 


Dance Your Way to Beauty (Continued from page 22) 


bent, swaying it back and forth, up and 
down, with long, flowing movements. If you 
can do your practicing in front of a tall mir- 
ror, you'll be able to check the motions you 
don’t like and concentrate on the ones which 
please you. Holding a flower as you dance, 
or softly tapping a balloon around the room, 
never letting it reach the ground, are varia- 
tions on this idea. All of these will help you 
lose self-consciousness, too. You'll see. 

Absolutely essential to graceful walking 
and dancing alike is good posture—or the 
way you hold yourself. Posture is the magic 
that can turn a gawky, overshy schoolgirl into 
a springy, confident young miss. Then, too, 
it raises the chest, improves the bustline, and 
flattens the abdomen—if the posture’s good, 
that is! 

How to achieve it? Eric Hawkins, brilliant 
modern dancer and teacher at the Eric 
Hawkins School of Dance in New York, gave 
us the answer, along with some valuable tips 
on the dance. These we are passing along to 
you intact. 

“The only possible way to think of posture 
is to feel the weight of the rather heavy 
head over the cage of the ribs,” he said. 
“Now the weight of the two—head and ribs 
—should be exactly over the pelvis. This way 
your whole movement will be centered in 
relation to gravity, and thus you will be 
obeying nature’s own law.” 

The dancer let his head slump forward 
and then gently lifted it back to its original 
position to demonstrate “feeling the weight 
of the head.” 

“Watch me a moment.” He walked slowly 
across the room. There was strength and 
rhythm in his movements. “You see, every- 
body must think of moving in one piece, 
rather than in broken, separate ones. This 
way all parts of the body fall into alignment, 
which in turn eliminates awkwardness. The 
goal of posture is not to find some static 
position. For example, it is a mistake to keep 
shoulders held exaggeratedly back all the 
time, or to throw out the chest. This makes 
for overworked muscles and body tension. 
One has to search to find an alive balance 
of all parts of the body.” 

“Is it true when you are practicing modern 
dancing you should wear sandals or go bare- 
foot or in stockings?” 

Mr. Hawkins nodded. “Bare feet are best. 
But be careful that you practice on a clean 
rug to protect your feet.” 

As you continue to practice, do make an 
effort to get to an occasional modern-dance 
class—or have on hand a good textbook on 
modern-dance techniques. A fully descriptive 
book of exercises and techniques which your 
library may have, or obtain for you, is “Mod- 
ern Dance—Techniques and Teaching,” by 
Gertrude Shurr and Rachael Dunaven Yocom, 
published by A. S. Barnes and Company. 
Another fascinating book on the dance is 
“Modern Dance for the Youth of America” 
by Ruth Anderson Radir, also published by 
A. S. Barnes & Co. 

Above all, make your dancing whole- 
hearted and let it stay that way. The clean- 
cut movements of modern dance are the 
birthright of strong young bodies. Spring up 
higher...up, up you go, higher still—danc- 
ing your way to beauty. THE END 





Are you interested in working out a more understanding relationship with your parents? 
Would you like to print your own fabrics for a new spring wardrobe? 
Do you yearn to acquire that spic and span bandbox look? 


Don’t Miss the April AMERICAN GIRL 
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“WASH” 
away skin troubles! 


Read how below’! 


If your skin breaks out 
and threatens to spoil 
your good times — 
here’s great news! 
From all over the coun- 
try, teen-agers report 
wonderful results from 
washing their faces 
this new way! It helps heal externally- 
caused blemishes — fast! 





Quick and easy! To start washing 
your skin problems right down the 
drain, all you need is a cloth wrung 
out in warm water and Noxzema Skin 
Cream. This medicated beauty cream 
is greaseless! It dissolves in water! It 
gets your skin really clean and soothes 
as it cleanses! 


Feel the tingle! The moment you 
smooth on Noxzema, you feel a cool, 
refreshing tingle that 
tells you Noxzema’s 
medicated formula is 
starting to work on 
your skin problem—it Am 
helps your skin look 
cleaner, smoother, 
more attractive! 





x 
1 START TONIGHT! Apply Noxzema 
liberally; wring out a cloth in warm 
water; then wash as if using soap. 
How ciean your skin looks! How 
much better it feels! Not dry or 
drawn! 


2 Hers Heat while you sleep! 
Spread medicated Noxzema over your 
face and pat a bit extra on any exter- 
nally-caused blemishes to help heal 
them fast! 


3 Wasu again in the morning with 
waterand Noxzema. Then apply medi- 
cated Noxzema over your whole face, 
to soothe and help protect your skin 
all day! It’s greaseless! Doesn’t show! 


Generous trial offer! Get 40¢ size jar 
of Noxzema for only 29¢ plus tax! At 
drug, cosmetic counters. 








INDIAN LAKE, NEW YORK: I am a second- 
class Girl Scout in our Lone Troop. Our whole 
patrol enjoys your magazine. 

I think Stars on Ice and Miss America— 
Girl Scout in your January issue are two of 
the best articles you have ever had. Since I 
am very interested in skating, I especially 
liked Stars on Ice, and I am very interested 
in the future of Carol Heiss. 

I like all of your stories and especially love 
By You. 1 think it is wonderful that you let 
young people show their different talents. 

KATHLEEN CHAPMAN (age 11) 


SARCOXIE, MISSOURI: Your January cover 
was just perfect. I loved the fabrics, colors, 
and fashions. I know I’m going to like the 
new serial Cargo for Jennifer. The Money 
Tree and Operation Snow Lift were tops, but 
of course, I like all your stories. My favorite 
articles are By You and Books. I want to con- 
gratulate all the girls who are sending THE 
AMERICAN Gir- to girls in foreign countries. 
I know it is helping our foreign relations by 
the reports from the girls in A Penny for Your 
Thoughts. Stars on Ice was simply wonderful. 
Please have more articles on careers like the 
one Through Library Doors. How about one 
on home-economics careers? 

A tip to girls who have friends in the hospi- 
tal. Gather up all your AMERICAN Gir.s and 
take them down to them for they will really 
enjoy it. I know for I am in the hospital now 
and although I always enjoy the magazine 
I did more than ever when my mother 
brought it to me today. 

Mary JANE Harzuip (age 14) 


LANSING, MICHIGAN: Stars on Ice was sure 
nice. I just love to ice skate. It is one of my 
hobbies. I skate at Michigan State College 
and on some of our rinks in Lansing. I think 
Carol Heiss fascinated me the most because 
of her age. 

Jupy Bearp (age 13) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: I read THE AMERICAN 
Gir from cover to cover not excluding the 
advertisements, and enjoy every word of it. 
Thanks for a wonderful magazine. 

PHYLLIS BENDER (age 11) 


DAVAO CITY, PHILIPPINE ISLANDS: Your mag- 
azine caught my attention while reading in 
the United States Information Service library 
here, and I wish to commend such a wonder- 
ful and very interesting magazine. Had it not 
been for the U.S.LS. library here, I should 
have not known that such a superb magazine 
exists. : 

Everything therein is interesting although 
fashion and good looks takes my first glance. 
Much as I wish to, I never possess any copy 
as the U.S.I.S. here has only one copy for 
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each issue. Nevertheless, I shall never fail 
to read its future issues, and from now on 
I shall be one of its avid readers. American 
way of life, most especially the teen-agers, 
has fascinated me deeply that I resorted to 
reading mostly American magazines. 

I reiterate my sincere compliments and 
wish you continuous success always. Many, 
many greetings and best wishes from a Fili- 
pina reader! 

Crescencia D. Rio (age 19) 


HARRISBURG, PENNSYLVANIA: Thank you 
very much for Through Library Doors. I par- 
ticularly am interested in the education re- 
quirements, the personality it takes, the 
openings, the pay, and the different oppor- 
tunities for women. How about some similar 
articles on varied vocations? I am interested 
in an article on medicine. 

Martua McKee (age 12) 


FELTON, DELAWARE: Goal for Jill kept me 
breathless to the very last word. Part one of 
Cargo for Jennifer makes me believe that it 
will be equally as good. The Money Tree was 
excellent. Operation Snow Lift was so excit- 
ing! I enjoyed Beauty Quiz very much, and 
I wish you would have more beauty tips. The 
Music Stand and By You rate tops. Teen Shop 
Talk and your fashions are superb. 

JuNnE TALPEy (age 13) 


LOGAN, KANSAS: We are a set of twins from 
Logan, Kansas. Every time our magazine ar- 
rives there is a rush to see who gets it first. 
Finally we end up reading it together. 

The Penny for Your Thoughts is always 
interesting as there are some letters from 
almost everywhere. 

I have just read Operation Snow Lift, but 
I like Cargo for Jennifer better. My sister 
also likes Cargo for Jennifer the best. My sis- 
ter read "Ware Falcon! and said it was the 
best story she ever read. 

We are both Girl Scouts so enjoy All Over 
the Map and Miss America—Girl Scout. 

I think the January cover is real cute as I 
love skirts and blouses. 

Joan Joyce JAkuBowsk1 (age 13) 


PARIS, KENTUCKY: I am a Girl Scout of Troop 
23 of Millersburg, Kentucky, and I’m looking 
forward to being a Senior Girl Scout next 
year. Of course, I enjoy All Over the Map. .- 
I thoroughly enjoyed the serial Goal for 
Jill, but now I’m thoroughly enjoying the 
new story, Cargo for Jennifer. I just adore 
your fashions, and wish you would show more 

sport clothes. 
Juptrn Tuomas (age 13) 


ROCHESTER, NEW YORK: I sent away for the 
Good Looks Guide.1 got it a few weeks ago. 


All I can say is that any girl without it is 
missing something. It gave beauty hints that 
were so very helpful. 

Peccy Rapp (age 12) 


SHEBOYGAN, WISCONSIN: This is the first 
time I ever felt an article was intended for 
me. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I read 
Through Library Doors. It was wonderful! 
I work as a “page” at the South Branch of 
the Mead Public Library after school. I like 
the work very much. I intend to become a 
librarian. This article will be very useful. 
Thanks a lot. How about having more career 
articles? 

Grace JouN (age 14) 


MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA: The Beauty Quiz 
was helpful and lots of fun too. Stars on Ice 
was interesting and Cargo for Jennifer is ex- 
cellent. Through Library Doors was very 
good as I have been wanting to be a librarian 
for a long time. 

Jupy Har.ey (age 12) 


ANTIOCH, CALIFORNIA: The new serial Cargo 
for Jennifer sounded very interesting so far. 
I especially liked Miss America—Girl Scout. 
Operation Snow Lift was full of fun and 
excitement. 

I sure hope all the magazines published 
this year are as good as the January issue. 
(They usually are.) 

Linpa Creccuint (age 12) 


OKLAHOMA CITY, OKLAHOMA: I have been 
reading your magazine for two years. In that 
time it seems I have grown up a lot and have 
learned a lot of things. Your magazine has 
helped me a lot. 

I am going to redecorate my room and I 
could really use some of your helpful tips. 
You always have good ones no matter what 
the subject. 

Juppre Mar (age 14) 


LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA: I like the pat- 
terns especially because I make some of my 
own clothes. 

Also, I would like to read more career 
stories about doctors, secretaries, models, 
musicians, and nurses. 

BarsBara R. Gisu (age 14) 


ANNENER BERG, GERMANY: | am a reader of 
your magazine already one year. My Ameri- 
can friend has sent me a year’s subscription. 
I thank Shirley Olson and you so much for 
it. This magazine is super. In Germany there 
is no magazine especially for girls. 

I attend the Schiller Grammar School for 
Girls at Witten. There I learn English, 
French, Latin, and many other subjects. I 
am now in the seventh grade of grammar 
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school. I like in your magazine most A Penny 
for Your Thoughts, Recipe Exchange, All 
Over the Map, and the fashions. Your contin- 
ued stories are excellent. I understand almost 
all without a dictionary. I always wait im- 
patiently for the next issue. Many greetings 
to Americans from Germany. 

INGRiD SCHAEFFER (age 17) 


SURIGAO, PHILIPPINE ISLANDS: Congratula- 
tions to each and everyone in the staff of 
THe AMERICAN GirRL Magazine as well as 
its publisher. I certainly enjoy reading every 
page of your interesting magazine especially 
By You and A Penny for Your Thoughts. 

I am a Chinese girl born in the Philippines. 
I love to read teen-agers’ magazines. Writing 
letters to pen pals is my hobby. 

My sister Lura has just received the latest 
issue of your magazine and we wish to thank 
you for the wonderful magazine. 

Visinc S. Cuua (age 16) 


ATHENS, GREECE: I am a Greek girl and live 
in Athens; I go to the American College. 
It’s a year that I read your wonderful maga- 
zine, and I was amazed with your excellent 
articles; I am sure we have nothing like it 
in Greece. Every month I wait for it with 
great impatience and joy to see what’s going 
to happen. 

The articles I like best are A Penny for 
Your Thoughts, By You, and Goal for Jill. 
Also, your fashion-show, as a girl, interests 
me very much. 

Your magazine is unique to its kind, and 
I hope you'll keep up the wonderful work. 

TuHauia Kyrcoy (age 16) 


SHEPTON MALLET, ENGLAND: Thank you for 
such a wonderful magazine. My pen friend 
who lives in New Jersey has been sending me 
Tue AMERICAN Gir- since last summer, and 
I just had to write and tell you how much 
I enjoy it. 

I like your fashions, they are much smarter 
than ours. I enjoy your stories very much, 
but I think By You is rather boring at times. 

My home town, Shepton Mallet, is a very 
old town. The High Street is very narrow, and 
the houses and shops on either side are very 
quaint. In the Market Place stands a very 
old Market Cross, it was built in the 15th 
century, and there are very few of its kind 
in existence. 

I suggest a comic strip to liven your maga- 
zine, but all the same it’s tops. 

Peccy Marsu (age 14) 


RUSHVILLE, INDIANA: Mother and I didn’t 
think crossword puzzles could be as much 
fun as the one in your magazine. 

I am a Girl Scout with the Curved Bar 
rank, which I couldn’t have gotten without 
the help of Tue AMERICAN Girt Magazine. 

The article titled Fun with Photograms 
was very interesting. JuLia ANNE JACKSON 


MIDDLETOWN, OHIO: I want to compliment 
you on the Beauty Quiz. I asked myself the 
questions and I really learned something. I 
hope you have them more often. 

MartTHA WILSON (age 12) 


CEDAR GROVE, NEW JERSEY: January’s cover 
is very nice, but I think it’s a little too springy 
for January. Stars on Ice was very interesting 
and so was Operation Snow Lift. 

A Penny for Your Thoughts was interest- 
ing too because there were letters from every- 
where. Jupy Smipson (age 13) 
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Fashion ‘Dos’ and Donts’ 


DON'T 


into summer’s casual, windblown look. 





DON'T go “whole hog” into spring clothes 
because you're tired of winter. The weath- 
er’s still apt to be chilly. 


DON'T feel unsure of yourself or gloomy 
those certain days of the month. You 
don’t have to! 






@eee 


Name 





hink that the first balmy spring 


day means it’s time to let your tresses go 





DO keep your locks under control. The 
new look this spring is one of perfection 
... hair meticulously neat, soft and shiny. 





DO pep up your winter duds with touches 
of spring. A fresh white collar and flowers 
will do wonders for your morale. 


DO get a copy of “Growing Up and Liking 
It,” the free Modess booklet that explains 
menstruation. Gives beauty tips, too! 


eeeeveeveevee eee eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee eee 
Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5451-3, Milltown, N.J. 


Please send me, in plain wrapper, a free copy of “Growing 
Up and Liking It.”” (Good only in U.S.A. and Canada) 


cnn 





Street 


(PLease PRINT) 








City 


State. 





47 





~.- DE-LISA/ 








LNA ces “TWEENA” 
HINES AT PARTIES! 


FREE! FREE! 


Photo of Your Favorite 


MOVIE STAR 


Bis . NOT pocket size, LARGER, 
aeruat’ PORTRAIT. Also. STREET Boot pone fut "cettes FReei 
Mony additional pictures 
vase Tells how to get HOME ADDRESSES, BIRTHDAYS, 
TOS of Fars HOMES. Send onty 15¢ for 
fondii ing (2 photos for 25¢). Rush to: 
HOLLYWOOD FILM STAR CENTER 
Box 2309, Dept. W-3, Hollywood 28, Colifornio 









Pers 
Surprise Gift 


Make $50, $75, $100 Extra Money 
Sell New “Lifelike” 
Comic Greeting Cards 


Show friends new 3-dimensional sorte, 
novel wrappings, gifts. Profits to 120 
lus famous products as bonus Write 
pel Free Trial outfit of Feature All Oc 
sion assortments on approval, FREE 





New Type Birthday, Samples Personal Stationery, Notes, 


FREE color Catalog, Selling G uide. 


onal NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS 
North Abington 36, Mass. 








DELUXE PRINTS 
jot § Original Picture 
Returned 
2? if SEND ANY SIZE 
PHOTO OR NEGATIVE 


FEDERAL WALLET SIZE PHOTO CO. 


P. ©. Box 2448, Dept. AG Kansas City, Mo. 
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BLUE ISLAND, ILLINOIS: Congratulations on 
your January cover. I think it’s simply grand 
and it gives a wonderful idea on new spring 
patterns. I liked Stars on Ice, The Money 
Tree, and Operation Snow Lift. Your fashions 
I like very much; it’s like having a fashion 
show all ourselves. I go to Blue Island Com- 
munity High School and think that being a 
freshman is wonderful. 

MarGakRET Fritz (age 14) 


FLAGLER, COLORADO: [| liked Stars on Ice 
and Miss America—Girl Scout. I can hardly 
wait to see what happens in Cargo for Jenni- 
fer. Will you please publish an article on 
being a nurse? Through Library Doors was 
great. Tke Money Tree sort of taught a lesson 
and Operation Snow Lift showed what teen- 
agers can do. I only got 37 on the beauty 
quiz, but, after all, I’m only ten. This is my 
first letter to THE AMERICAN GIRL. 

Peccy PENNINGTON (age 10) 


BRONX, NEW YORK: I’ve been getting your 
magazine since September and I must say a 
better one has never been put out. Just a 
Beginning in your December issue was : imply 
super! One thing I wish is that you had more 
stories about careers, like teaching, nursing, 
and dancing. The first thing I turn to when 
I get my magazine is A Penny for Your 
Thoughts, I like to read what other people 
like and dislike about THE AMERICAN Git. I 
hope to be seeing more stories like Scared. 
BARBARA SHIFRIN (age 13) 





Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address 








Cargo for Jennifer 
(Continued from page 19) 


to the politicos?” Dona Dolores continued. 
“T hope Miguelito—” 

“If he had any part in this affair,” Don 
Pepe interrupted, “he goes straight to Madrid 
or Paris to finish his education, whether he 
likes it or—” 

“Tio Pepe,” Antonia rushed in with a ques- 
tion that set Don Pepe talking of his own 
youth for the rest of the meal. Later, in the 
room Jennifer had grandly christened the 
salon, Dona Lolita asked Antonia to play the 
piano. Jennifer sat up with a start, as her 
cousin began Ravel’s “Bolero.” Never had Jen- 
nifer heard it played with such authority, 
color, and fire. 

“That was wonderful,” she said sincerely, 
as Antonia rose from the piano. “I didn't 
know you could play like that.” 

“Thank you,” Antonia said stiffly. “You are 
surprised that a Cuban girl can do anything 
well, no?” Then turning to the others she said 
curtly,; “Please excuse me,” and went quickly 
out of the room. 

Jennifer felt once again as if Antonia had 
dashed cold water in her face. After a few 
moments she too made her excuses and went 
to her room. She sat down at her desk to write 
to her mother. Careful to avoid any reference 
to the trouble at the University for fear of 
worrying Christine, she wrote rapidly. When 
she read over what she had written, she was 
surprised how little evidence of homesickness 
was apparent in the letter. He brief word pic- 
tures of the Rojas and Calderéns made each 
one a distinct personality with interesting in- 
dividual characteristics. It was actually only 
a short time ago that she had lumped all! Cu- 
bans together as a strange breed with queer 
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27” Sylvania Television 
“Chairside Theatre” with remote 
contro! tuning 








7 50 


21” Sylvania 
Television Consoles 


Sylvania 
Radio-Clocks 


























2 BIG CONTESTS IN ONE! 


1 for Junior Class Contestants 1 for Senior Class Contestants 
(under 18) (18 and over) 


$5,000 GRAND PRIZE is open to both Junior and Senior Contestants. 


750 other big prizes for Junior Contestants! 


suntor cLAss cuaas 98 $100 Savings Bond 
IST PRIZE Chevrolet Corvette 
2ND PRIZE $1,000 in cash oe eS fae Cae 
PRIZES 101 in Me . 
3RD PRIZE 27” Sylvania Television THRU 200 2° in Photo Supplies 


“Chairside Theatre” with 


Radio and Phonograph PRIZES 201 Case of Sylvania 





rae THRU 300 Bantam 8 flashbulbs 
Chairside control PRIZES 301 
PRIZES 4 21” Sylvania THRU 400 $10 in Photo Supplies 
THRU isi 
es « Television Console PLUS 350 Write-A-Guide Pencil 
1 . SPECIAL with flash exposure 
THRU 25 $200 Savings Bond AWARDS guide 


There are 750 more prizes for Senior Contestants. These are identical with the 
Junior prizes. Be sure to tell Mom and Dad, Big Brother and Sister, about this 


wonderful opportunity. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 





CHEVROLET 
CORVETTE 
Sports Car 


It’s Easy! It’s Fun!...to enter Sylvania’s 
BLUE DOT FLASHBULB CONTEST! 


You don’t have to write a letter! You don’t have to complete a poem! Just 
slip a Sylvania Blue Dot flashbulb into your flash attachment and take a 
picture that expresses the idea “Folks Are Fun!” . 


A picture of your baby brother or sister . . . of Mom or Dad . . . of your 
pals at parties, dances and sports events . . . any picture of anybody having 
fun could win for you. 


To qualify, your picture must be 2% x 24 inches or larger and must be ac- 
companied by a completed entry form and the flashbulb number cut from a 
Sylvania flashbulb sleeve. Hurry! Pick up your entry form and rules at any 
photo counter now. Then flash a picture and enter it before April 30, 1954- 
Enter now—enter often! 


Pictures like 
this could win 
for you! 


SYLVAN IA 


Sylvania Electric Products inc., 1740 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 


In a. Sylvania Electric (Conada) Ltd., University Tower Bidg., St. Cotherine St., Montreal, P. Q. 


LIGHTING - RADIO - ELECTRONICS - TELEVISION 
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FREE BOOK 


will help you 
PLAY BETTER TENNIS 





@ Want to learn to play 
good tennis? Would 
you like to improve 
your game? Send for 
this FREE book by 
Vinnie Richards, holder 
of 30 Championships. 
This booklet is based 
on Richards’ own tour- 
nament experience— 
illustrated with 36 fast 
action shots and photos 
of every grip. Surprise 
your opponents with 
the improvement in 
your game. Mail this 
coupon now. 
















CLIP COUPON — MAIL TODAY 


DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER CORP., Dept. 47, 500 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Please rush me that FREE Dunlop tennis book, “How 
to Improve Your Tennis GAME” by Vinnie Richards. 


Name 





Address. 


Championship TENNIS BALLS 
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THE AMERICAN GIRL 
155 East 44th St., New York 17, N.Y. 


Please enter a subscription for the period 
checked. 
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Cl 2 YRS. $5.00 [] 3 YRS. $7.00 


(Add 60¢ a year for foreign subscriptions) 
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exotic tastes and ideas. Now here she was be- 
ginning to respect her grandmother's energy 
and ability, often feeling sorry for amiable, 
indecisive Aunt Rita, distressed because of 
Antonia’s odd antagonism, and sincerely wor- 
ried about Miguel. 

Crossing off another day on her desk calen- 
dar, not quite so grimly as she had at first, 
she looked up, startled by a soft knocking on 
her patio door. What now, she wondered, as 
she crossed the room. 

“Jennifer,” Miguel’s voice called softly. 
“May I speak to you a moment?” 

She opened the door quickly. Except for 
shafts of light from the tall windows of the 
salon, the patio was shadowy with a fragrant 
darkness through which the trunk of the palm 
tree gleamed whitely. 

“Forgive me for disturbing you,” Miguel 
began, much as Antonia had a short while 
earlier. “Toni told me that you were in the 
trolley which was stopped by the students. I 
like to make sure all is well with you.” 

“Of course it is,” Jennifer said. “But you, 
Miguelito, where have you been? Were you 
in that mob? Are you all right?” 

He laughed at her impetuousness. “I came 
to prove I am only slightly damaged. Will 
you sit down for a moment? I would like to 
talk to you.” 

Jennifer crossed over to the glider, standing 
in the path of light from the salon window. 
She could hear the murmur of women’s voices 
and the sharp click of the dominoes, as Don 
Pepe and Uncle Beraldo played their usual 
evening game. 

“Tell me, Jennifer,” Miguel said eagerly, 
moving nearer to her on the glider, “did you 
really think about me? Were you worried 
about my safety?” 

Jennifer hoped he could not see her blush 
at the implication his ardent tone gave to his 
questions. She tried to sound as matter of 
fact as possible as she answered, “But of 
course I was worried. You have been so kind 
to your American cousin that I hate to think 
of you in trouble.” 

“Cousin!” he exclaimed impatiently. “Do 
you think I have been ‘kind,’ as you put it, 
because of a cousinly interest? Wake up, Jen- 
nifer. Consider your beautiful eyes and your 
lovely hair. Maybe it is a difference between 
Cuban and American women—I do not know 
—but you are like a child, unaware of your 
attractiveness. That is something new and 
appealing to a Cuban man.” 

No one had ever talked to Jennifer like 
this before, and she did not know quite how 
to deal with the situation. Was it true that 
you couldn’t be friends with a Latin boy with- 
out his trying to make love to you? She was 
tempted to laugh and say, “Man! Why, silly, 
you're only a college boy.” But she didn’t, 
because she was beginning to realize that in 
many ways Latin boys were more mature 
than American boys, and although she had 
no intention of flirting with Miguel, she did 
not want to hurt his feelings. She decided to 
tell him frankly exactly how she felt. 

“TI have been grateful for your understand- 
ing kindness, Miguelito,” she said slowly at 
last. “Please don’t change that. I value your 
friendship, but truly anything more would 
embarrass me very much.” 

He moved back into the shadow. After a 


moment, he said softly, “Forgive me, Jennifer. ° 


I understand and I am sorry. I promise not 
to bother you again.” 

“Then that’s that,” she answered lightly. 
“And now tell me what happened to you to- 
day?” 

He moved into the light to show her a 


bruised face and a varicolored eye. “How do 
you say—some shiner, no?” he asked, laugh- 
ing. “Oh, yes, I took part in the ‘disgraceful 
affair of the students,’ and I have quarreled 
again with my father.” 

“Antonia was afraid of that,” Jennifer said. 
“She told me that you and your father have 
not agreed lately.” 

“She does not exaggerate,” he said, grin- 
ning. “You may have noticed my strong ad- 
miration of Americans —and not only red- 
headed cousins, either—but my father does 
not share my feeling. I want to go to the 
States to study, but my father refuses with 
much anger. I wish to be an architect and 
work on housing projects and such things. 
There are courses at Yale that I would like 
to take, but my father becomes wild at the 
thought of his only son exposed to the con- 
tamination of American influence.” 

And I said that people of other nations 
always admired Americans and tried to copy 
them, Jennifer thought. I even told Steve 
they were jealous of us! 

“So if I may not do what I wish,” Miguel 
went on, “I go to the University of Havana, 
but I cut classes, spend my time with Ameri- 
can friends who are in business here, and 
look for all the excitement I can find.” 

“Good gracious,” Jennifer said, “that seems 
a poor way of convincing your father of your 
seriousness. Do you really expect to win your 
point that way?” 

“Luckily for me, Toni intervened this eve- 
ning by bringing up the past, or I would 
probably be on my way to Madrid in the 
morning.” 

“T should think that if you took whatever 
architectural courses are offered here and 
did as well as you possibly could, you might 
stand a chance of changing your father’s at- 
titude,” Jennifer said earnestly. “Don’t you 
see that the way you are behaving will only 
make him feel the influence of these Amer- 
ican friends is as bad as he expects it to be?” 

“You make a point, Jennifer,” he said. “I 
have not thought of it that way. Mira, chica, 
do you have a small name—what do you call 
it?—pet name? Jennifer is much to say.” 

“People sometimes call me Jen,” she an- 
swered, and could not help thinking of Steve 
and his maddening Jenny. 

“May I also call you Jen?” he asked. 

“If you like,” she consented, smiling. “Now 
I must get back to my letter. I’m glad you're 
not in any serious trouble, and I hope your 
eye will be much better in the morning.” 

“Thank you,” he said. “Good night, Jen, 
prima mia.” 


Several days later, Jennifer was 
packing her swimming suit in preparation for 
Antonia’s party. “Don’t be a goose,” she 
scolded herself. The suit was new and becom- 
ing. Then why was she so jittery? Could it 
be that she was worried about how the Cuban 
boys and girls would treat her? Just a few 
short weeks ago she had been concerned only 
with her own reaction to them. What had 
changed her? Was it just a natural desire to 
be liked, or was it something broader? 

She kept finding excuses for delay, until 
Sofia came to call her. Jennifer caught up 
her bag and rushed out. Antonia, her hands 
full of packages, stood impatiently near the 
great front door. 

“I want to put the place cards on the table 
before the guests arrive,” she said. 

They didn’t quite make it before all the 
guests, however. Steve, Beba, and several 
others were waiting when they drove up t0 
the imposing white clubhouse. A dashing 
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young man in uniform was introduced to 
Jennifer as Captain Navarro of the Rural 
Guard of Pinar del Rio, the province in which 
Central Lolita was located. A stout boy, 
whom everyone called Panchito, was Francis- 
co Echevarria. It was plain to see he had eyes 
for no one but Antonia. Toni evidently did not 
reciprocate his feeling. She ignored Panchito 
and flirted with Steve and the captain. 

“I am going to the ballroom with these 
favors,” Antonia said. 

“Here, let me carry them for you,” Steve 
offered, and he and Antonia hurried upstairs. 
Hearing their laughter, Jennifer fought a 
strange let-down feeling as she followed 
Miguel and Beba. 


As they stepped out of the doorway 
facing the sea, she caught her breath. Two 
long, flag-bedecked piers and the crescent of 
dazzling white beach between them formed a 
little harbor. Beyond this bay, the breath- 
taking blue of the Gulf of Mexico deepened 
to purple at the horizon. There was little 
wind, and the breakers rolled lazily in to 
curl in iridescent froth on the white sand. 
The water was as clear and colorless as crys- 
tal near the shore, became pale green, deep- 
ening to jade, near the edge of the piers, and 
sapphire blending into amethyst in the open 
Gulf. Never before had Jennifer seen any- 
thing like it. Miguel and Beba were delighted 
with her pleasure, but before they had any 
further opportunity to show her around, other 
guests began to arrive. 

Antonia and Steve joined them, and it was 
agreed that those who wished might have a 
quick swim before lunch. Some of the girls 
squealed in horror. “Swim in December!” one 
of them said. “Not for me! Toni’s getting 
much too American in her ideas.” 

Miguel suggested that those who wanted 
to swim had better get going, and the swim- 
mers began to move toward the dressing 
rooms. 

“Hi, Toni,” Steve called, “here’s that thing- 
umabob you gave me to keep for you. You'll 
probably want it.” 

So they were on Toni-and-Steve terms al- 
ready, Jennifer thought, as she watched Steve 
hand Antonia her gold vanity. A few minutes 
later, when he caught up with her with a 
gay, “How about that swimming lesson, 
Jenny?” she snapped peevishly, “Don’t call 
me Jenny!” and turned abruptly into the 
clubhouse, as if the swimming date with 
Steve, which she had been anticipating so 
keenly, were a matter of indifference. 

He was waiting for her when she came out. 
She could tell by his face that he liked the 
new suit, but all he said was, “Did anyone 
ever tell you that you have a vile temper, 
Jenny-fer? I am going to enjoy that ducking 
I promised you.” 

As they came to the end of the long pier, 
Antonia made a running shallow dive and 
struck out for the float, swimming with the 
effortless grace of perfect form. 

“She sure can swim, can’t she?” Steve said 
admiringly. “She’s probably had lessons from 
the pro here at the club ever since she could 
walk and with all year round to practice— 
ay. I didn’t offer to teach her a thing or 
wo! 

Jennifer had thought it would be fun to 
make believe she couldn’t swim and, after 
Steve had patiently explained the rudiments, 
to startle him with her ability, but her child- 
ish plan seemed pointless in view of Antonia’s 
smooth performance. Before Steve could re- 
fer again to the lessons, she ran ahead, dived 
off the end of the pier, and struck out for the 
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raft. The warm water was so crystal clear that 
it was like swimming in liquid glass. 

“Ah-ha, my suspicions are verified,” Steve 
said as he swam beside her. “I owe you that 
ducking and how, Jenny-fer!” 

“Don’t be silly,” she answered shortly. 
“That was only a stupid joke.” 

“Okay,” he said, as they pulled themselves 
up on the raft. “Have it your way. I never 
argue with a lady with a chip on her shoul- 
der.” He joined the group around Antonia. 

Jennifer sat on the raft while a tide of gay 
badinage, jokes, and references to experiences 
in which she’d had no share flowed around 
her. Later, when she was dressed again, she 
went up to the big ballroom where tables had 
been set up around a square for dancing. The 
guests were finding their places. Antonia’s 
flower-bedecked table was midway of the 
long room. Dofia Dolores, Don Pepe, Aunt 
Rita, and Uncle Beraldo sat with friends at 
a nearby table, acting, Jennifer supposed, as 
chaperons. 

The luncheon was delectable. Jennifer was 
eating so much she welcomed the opportunity 
to dance between courses, and the highly 
polished tile made a marvelous dance floor. 
She needn’t have worried about being a wall- 
flower. If the girls treated her with reserve 
that almost bordered on resentment, the boys 
competed hotly for her favor. In spite of the 
fact that Steve was leaving her severely 
alone, she had the heady sensation of being 
the belle of the ball. Panchito danced with 
her several times. He seemed quiet and seri- 
ous but he did his best to put the American 
guest at her ease. Much of the time he sat 
around moodily watching Antonia coquetting 
with the captain. Toni is a fool, Jennifer 
thought, to prefer that flashy Navarro to any- 
one as nice as Panchito. 

The captain, his uniform smooth over his 
broad shoulders, his white teeth flashing in 
his tanned face, danced almost exclusively 
with Antonia. Jennifer sensed an undercur- 
rent of animosity between him and Miguelito. 

Even with the cooling breezes from the 
Gulf, dances like the samba left one breath- 
less and perspiring. Jennifer, rushing into 
the powder room to freshen up, stopped short 
on the threshold. 

“She’s just like all American girls,” an an- 
gry voice was saying, “conceited, superior, 
and vamping every male in sight.” 

Jenifer was surprised to hear Antonia an- 
swer. “It isn’t Jennifer’s fault that the boys 
are rushing her because she’s a new girl from 
the States. You’re jealous because Ricci joined 
the rush.” 

Had Antonia defended her out of Calderén 
clannishness? A sense of fairness? To annoy 
Carmencita, who was a bit of a drip? Or be- 
cause, under her cold reserve, she was begin- 
ning to grow fond of her? 


It seemed no time at all after the 
Yacht Club dance when the calendar on Jen- 
nifer’s desk registered December 24, but 
somehow it didn’t seem like Christmas Eve. 
Blinding hot sunshine, deep-blue sky, and 
flowers everywhere certainly didn’t give much 
of a Christmas feeling. 


Jennifer could see no bustle and hustle of . 


Christmas preparation. Not a single Santa 
Claus with his tinkling bell appeared on the 
street corners; there were no Christmas trees 
piled in spicy fragrance in front of the bode- 
gas; no enchanting Christmas displays in store 
windows; no Christmas carols on the radio or 
hummed unconsciously by busy people. 

She couldn’t help thinking of home. The 
little apartment would be full of warmth, 


gaiety, excitement, and the mouth-watering 
smells of mince pie and turkey stuffing. Bright 
Christmas papers, gay ribbons, tags, and seals 
would be spilling off the card table. Her 
mother would be humming along with the 
carols on the radio, as the two of them 
trimmed the tree, laughing and exclaiming as 
they came upon some ancient, well-loved 
ornament, 

Jennifer blinked her wet eyes and swal- 
lowed hard. No use wallowing in misery. She 
had a good deal to be grateful for. She had 
a letter from Chris, saying that she was feel- 
ing better and hoped to be permitted to sit 
up an hour or so a day in the New Year. A 
hastily scribbled postscript announced joy- 
ously that Dr. Bob was flying out to spend 
Christmas Day. Though it made Jennifer en- 
vious to think of their being together while 
she was so far away, she was grateful that 
Chris would not have to spend Christmas 
alone. 


Now she tied a bow on her last gift and 
complacently surveyed the packages piled on 
her bed. They looked divine, if she did say 
so herself. The blue paper with the stylized 
silver angels was just right for Antcaia. The 
handkerchief had required many hours of 
work, but Jennifer was proud of it. Surely 
Antonia would be touched that Jennifer had 
taken so much pains to please her. 

It was Dona Lolita’s custom to give an 
elaborate cena, or late dinner, after Midnight 
Mass on Noche Buena, Holy Night. She had 
invited Steve and Jennifer was looking for- 
ward to seeing him. 

“Ola, Jen, are you there?” Miguel called at 
her patio window. Jennifer went over to talk 
to him, feeling like the lady in her geography 
book. “Come out for a minute, will you?” he 
asked. “I have something for you.” 

Jennifer was afraid that matters had wors- 
ened between him and his father. Certainly, 
he didn’t seem to be doing any studying, and 
once or twice she thought she had heard his 
angry voice raised in a quarrel. 

Now he held out a florist’s box and said, 
“These remind me of you, Jen, with their 
friendly simplicity. I hope you will like them 
and wear them this evening.” 

Jennifer opened the box to reveal a corsage 
of huge purple and yellow pansies. She real- 
ized that, in a land where gardenias, orchids, 
and poinsettias grew almost wild, the pansies 
had cost Miguel no little thought and effort. 
Among all the flamboyant tropical flowers, 
the simple homelike pansies touched her. It 
was evident that her pleasure more than made 
up to Miguel for the trouble he had taken. 

Jennifer and Miguel joined the family in 
the salon until it was time for Mass. A little 
before eleven, Antonia began to arrange a 
cobwebby white lace mantilla over a high, 
carved tortoise-shell comb in her hair. Cuban 
women of her class usually wore hats to 
church, but on special days they brought out 
their family heirlooms of exquisite lace. Dona 
Lolita and Aunt Rita wore black lace, airy 
and delicate in design, that made them look 
like Spanish ladies in a painting by Goya. 

“Would you not like to wear a mantilla 
also, hija mia?” Doiia Dolores asked Jennifer. 

“Oh, may I?” Jennifer’s voice was eager. 
Somehow tonight she did not want to stan¢ 
out, alone and alien. She wanted to be one 
with the Calderén women. 

“I have just the thing,” Antonia said. She 
ran down the hall and was back in a moment 
with a blue chiffon scarf. She helped Jennifer 
arrange the soft folds over her forehead with 
the ends crossed loosely over her left shoul- 
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CROSSWORD PUZZLE 


by DR. HARRY LANGMAN 





ACROSS 


Totals up 

A kind of fowl 
To coagulate 
Fish lure 
Worship 

A circle of light 
Otherwise 


Small, deep bodies of 
water 


Is slightly ill 

Proper 

Round buildings or rooms 
Sullen (Scotch) 

To be undecided (verb) 


Distant 


. Band musical instrument 


Distend 


. Part of verb to be 


Biblical term 


The earth 


. Male cats 


Spanish title of courtesy 
corresponding to mister 


. Raise up 


Gives off 

Large cupolas 

Nothing 

Official of ancient Persia 


Remainder 


53. Some 
54. Declare 


56. Dish of meat and 


vegetables 


58. Fragrant flower 
62. Ones (or parts) remaining 
66. Dry 


67. Pertaining to the cheek 
or sides of the head 


69. A mixture 

70. Threshold 

71. A public storehouse 

72. To smooth with sand- 
paper 

73. Healthy 

74. The nostrils 


75. Terminates 


DOWN 


1. In bed 
2. Valley 
3. Flat, circular plate 
(variant) 
. Horse 


. Arrests 


4 

5 

4. Fuss 
7. Not rich 

8. Lowest deck of a ship 
9. Made a home (bird) 


10. A dealer in provisions 
and small wares 


11. Past tense of lay 


For solution, turn to page 66 


12. 
13. 
21. 


23. 
25. 
27. 


28. 
29. 
31. 


& S 


35. 
38. 
41. 


48. 
51. 
55. 
57. 
58. 
59. 


61. 
63. 
64. 
65. 


68. 


A Spanish jar 
Throw 


Shakes head affirma- 
tively 


One 
Governed 


Mythological goddesses 
controlling human destiny 


An agreeable fragrance 
Make payment 


House or hall of an 
estate 


Place of public contest 
Series of joined cars 
Soon 

Residences 


To sit astride 


. Replaces 


- Rescue 


Let stand (printing) 
Writers 

Lasso 

Possessive of who 
Deep cut 


Operatic air 


. Rivulet 


Winged 

Dash 

Skin (as of fruit) 
Clods of turf 


A large monkey 

















der. Jennifer was pleased at her reflection, 

In church, Jennifer rose and knelt as the 
others did. Though she could not follow the 
service, she repeated her Protestant prayers 
and was comforted and uplifted. When the 
full clear notes of Gounod’s “Ave Maria” 
throbbed through the crowded church, tears 
stung her eyes. She would never be angry, 
mean, or selfish again. She would love every- 
body—even Don Pepe and Antonia—and try 
to understand them. 

She was still in this mood of exaltation 
when they filed out of the beautiful old build- 
ing. According to ancient custom, Havana’s 
young men-about-town lingered on the side- 
walk to exchange glances and sometimes a 
word or two with the carefully chaperoned 
young ladies. Under the demure folds of the 
blue scarf, Jennifer’s face flushed at their 
bold, admiring glances. 


Back at the great house, its marble 
splendor unadorned with a single sprig of hol- 
ly, ground pine, or mistletoe, the Christmasy 
feeling she had captured in church gradually 
faded. Several guests arrived, including Pan- 
chito and the silver-haired priest from Our 
Lady of Mercy. Steve came with a corsage of 
gardenias for both girls. Antonia took hers 
with a smile, massing the flowers in front of 
the tall comb she had left in her hair when 
she removed her mantilla. 

Jennifer, wearing Miguel’s pansies, was 
embarrassed. As things stood between her 
and Steve at the moment, she didn’t want 
merely to say “Thank you,” and put the flow- 
ers on a table. But she couldn’t remove Mig- 
uel’s corsage to pin on Steve’s, and she didn’t 
want to copy Antonia and pin them in her 
hair. Finally she slipped the ribbon-wound 
stems through her watch band. Steve watched 
her with that mocking gleam in his eyes, and 
she was sure he understood and was enjoying 
all the facets of her dilemma. 

The priest came over to Jennifer, “Merry 
Christmas, senorita,” he said to her in Eng- 
lish. “The joy and peace of Christmastide to 
you and yours.” 

Jennifer thanked him and _ returned his 
greeting in Spanish. 

“This must be a strange Christmas Eve for 
you,” he went on, his deep-set dark eyes 
smiling. “Holiday customs differ in different 
lands. You Americans have adopted a bit here 
and a bit there until you have a most colorful 
Yuletide.” 

“Our holiday is fun,” Jennifer agreed, “but 
I don’t know about this international flavor 
you are giving it.” 

He laughed and tapped his finger, as he 
enumerated. “Mistletoe from the ancient 
druids and from Sweden, where it was sacred 
to Friga, the goddess of love; Christmas trees 
from Germany; Yule log from England; Santa 
Claus from Holland.” 

“Don’t children all over the world have 
Santa Claus?” Jennifer asked in surprise. 
Somehow she had thought Santa Claus was 
universal. 

“No, indeed,” he answered, with his kindly 
smile. “A great many countries do not have 
Santa Claus. With us in Cuba, Christmas is 
purely a religious festival.” 

“But we have El Dia de Los Reyes Magos,” 
Antonia put in quickly. “On the Day of the 
Magi, January sixth, Epiphany,” she ex- 
plained to Jennifer, “our children think the 
Magi ride forth again, bringing them gifts, 
and they wait just as eagerly as yours do for 
their presents from Santa Claus!” 

The priest shook his head at Antonia’s 
vehemence. “Sefiorita Jennifer probably 
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misses her Christmas tree and holly wreaths 
and the exchanging of gifts.” 

“Presents for the children, yes,” Antonia 
argued stubbornly, “but to me it is stupid for 
grown people to exchange gifts just because 
it is Christmas.” 

A wave of anger swept over Jennifer, all 
thought of loving and understanding forgot- 
ten. Images of her carefully selected, beauti- 
fully wrapped packages danced before her. 
With one disdainful sentence Antonia had 
wiped out all the joy in her gifts. She would 
never give Antonia so much as a safety pin— 
ever! 

They sat down to a traditional Noche Buena 
supper of Lechon asado (roast pig), ending 
with Spanish nougat called Turon de Alicante. 
Jennifer could hardly eat for the lump in her 
throat. She had cherished her gifts as all that 
was left to her of Christmas in this foreign 
land, and Antonia had spoiled even that. Be- 
hind her, tall windows opened on a flower- 
filled patio. The warm breeze brought the 
heavy odor of jasmine flowers that climbed 
the grilles. Jennifer glanced down the long 
table. Ruby glass sparkled on heavily em- 
broidered linen. Strange lips babbled a 
strange language. 

Jennifer wanted to hear English, wanted 
her own tiny dinette table with its inexpensive 
pottery, wanted the cherishing tenderness of 
her mother’s arms about her. She yearned to 
put her face down on the handsome cloth and 
bawl like a baby. Instead, she threw up her 
head with the gesture that meant she was 
rallying her courage and began to talk a lit- 
tle wildly to Steve, who sat next to her. 

He gave her an understanding glance. 
“Good girl, Jenny,” he said softly. “I know 
how hard it is to be away from home at 
Christmastime.” 

Later, he came to her to say good-by. “In 
spite of Antonia, it wouldn’t be Christmas 
without presents,” he said, and handed her a 
small white box. 

In a flutter of eagerness, Jennifer opened 
it. An oblong gilt vanity, with the Cuban flag 
on one side and the flags of the United Na- 
tions on the other, in glowing enamel, lay on 

i bed of cotton. 

“I hope you'll want to keep it always in 
memory of this year,” Steve said, and added, 
grinning, “and in that way you won't forget 
old Prof. Steve and all he tried to teach you 
-including swimming!” 

Jennifer felt the lump in her throat dissolv- 
ing and found she could laugh, happy that 
all was right between them again. She was 
sure now that Steve had guessed the reason 
for her snappishness at the Yacht Club. 

“1 will keep it always, Steve,” she prom- 
ised. “It’s lovely and I'll treasure it not only 
for its beauty but because of all it stands for.” 

“A Merry Christmas, Jenny,” he said, and 
she forgot to be annoyed. (To be continued) 





The AMERICAN GIRL Index for 1953 


The American Girl Index for the past 
year has been printed separately, and 
copies are now available. The index 
is classified under the program fields 
of Girl Scouting. 

If you would like to have a copy, 
please address your request: to The 
American Girl, Index Dept., 155 East 
44th Street, New York 17, New York, 
and enclose a large (9%” x 4%” or 
larger) stamped and self-addressed en- 
velope. 
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If your hero’s cronies leave you cold — 
(_] Hold your fire []D d a showdown 
Though your new Sigh Man’s old friends 
may be sterling characters—seems to you 
they could do with plenty of polish! Of 
course, you could ignore the guys. Yet 
wouldn’t it be nicer to try winning them 
over, for his sake? (You'll boost your 
rating!) And win yourself an A for “‘as- 
surance”’ at problem time, with the com- 
fort of Kotex. For Kotex is an old friend 
you trust for softness that holds its shape; 
absorbency that saves panicky moments. 








What can’t a sharp dresser do without? 
[-] A wolf call (_] Knit wit ([_) Cashmere 
You needn’t put all your cash in cashmere! 
Just put your wit to knitting your own 
sweater wardrobe: those new, long, bulky 
jackets that copy-cat your beau’s. Nylon 
and wool; won’t stretch; wash easy. So, 
for a “purl” of little price—needle up! 
But on certain days, bulk’s what you don’t 
want —napkin-wise. Choose Kotex. Those 
flat pressed ends prevent revealing outlines. 

And Kotex gives extra protection. 
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How to cut a gabby phone belle short? 

(] Drop dead (_] Disconnect (_] Thank her 
Connie’s got you hooked—for hours. Just 
when you're expecting a Very Important Call! 
Wriggling off the line would be easy, if you 
knew her better. But try this: At the first 
semicolon, thank her for calling; say you'll 
see her soon. To free yourself from calendar 
dilemmas (such as which absorbency of 
Kotex to choose) —try Regular, Junior, Super. 
You'll find the very one you need. 





More women choose KOTEX® 
than all other sanitary napkins 
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Which of these “‘steadies” does most for you? 


[_] Kotex and Kotex belts [_] Moon 'n’ June 


Made for each other—that’s Kotex and Kotex sanitary belts —and 
made to keep you comfortable. Of strong, soft-stretch elastic ... 
they’re designed to prevent curling, cutting or twisting. So light- 
weight you’ll hardly know you’re wearing one. And Kotex belts take 
kindly to dunking; stay flat even after countless washings. Why not 


buy two .. . for a change? 









Dell Photo Craft 


ABOUT THIS TIME OF YEAR, plans for 
camping begin to pop up in Girl Scout 
groups everywhere, like the crocuses and 
snowdrops which bring the first hint of spring 

It is exciting to think about, to plan for 
trips to “faraway places with strange-sound- 
ing names.” But meanwhile, explore the pos- 
sibilities for camping trips near home. You 
will learn new and interesting things about 
your own locality, and gain valuable camp- 
ing experience for wider ventures. 

When Seniors of Troop 1 in Manchester, 
Connecticut, decided to take a two-weeks 
hiking trip along the Long Trail in the Green 
Mountains, they began plans and prepara- 
tions months ahead. The fact that the Trail 
was not too far from home, its romance and 
scenic beauty—and the relatively low cost in- 
volved—were deciding factors. 

The Long Trail, which is a branch of the 
Appalachian Trail that extends from Mt. 
Oglethorpe in Georgia to Mt. Katahdin in 
Maine, runs for two hundred and sixty miles 
from the Vermont-Massachusetts State line 
to the Canadian border, over rugged, forest- 
covered mountains. The trail is just a foot- 
path, marked with white blazes on trees and 
an occasional sign, with shelters every four 
to seven miles. Some of these are lean-tos; 
others, small frame buildings called lodges; 
occasionally there is an insulated cabin with 
bunks and a stove, suitable for winter camp- 
ing. Hikers travel for miles without meeting 
any signs of human life or civilization. 

Such a trip, naturally, requires very care- 
ful planning and preparation. Food and 
equipment committees held weekly meetings 
to discuss, check, and plan the details which 
were their responsibility. The girls went on 
many week-end and overnight camping trips 
and hikes to perfect their camping and hik- 
ing skills. A troop meeting was held each 
week at the Girl Scout camp site. Here the 
Seniors set up a primitive camp where they 
practiced outdoor camping techniques. On 
the last week end before the trip the whole 
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group went on a practice overnight hike, 
carrying back packs. 

For the Long Trail trip the troop was di- 
vided into two groups, each with two lead- 
ers. An English Girl Guide from South Africa 
made the trip with one group, as a guest of 
the troop, and for her it was a particularly 
exciting adventure. 

During their two weeks on the Trail the 
Seniors had many interesting experiences and 
learned much about hiking and outdoor liv- 
ing. The weather was perfect, and girls and 
leaders slept out nearly every night. They 
hiked from four to eight miles a day, each 
one carrying a back pack with her personal 
gear and her share of the general equipment 
and food. The Trail was rugged, and climbed 
steadily. As feet grew accustomed to the 
rocky paths and the hikers got their “second 
wind,” every day became a joy and a new 
adventure. And at the day’s end, how wel- 
come was the sight of the shelter; how re- 
freshing a dip in a pothole of a mountain 
brook; how delicious the supper cooked over 
the outdoor fire! 

There were occasional stopovers for a day 
to rest, wash clothes, and visit places of spe- 
cial interest. At the Taft Lodge on Mt. Mans- 
field the two groups came together for three 
days. One of their most exciting experiences 
was riding down and back up Mt. Mansfield 
in the mile-and-a-quarter chair lift—the long- 
est chair lift in the world. Over trails that led 
through forests and unusual rock formations 
they explored the mountain. They climbed to 
its highest points; visited the beautiful Lake- 
of-the-Clouds and the icy depths of the Cave- 
of-the-Winds. 

When the two weeks came to an end, they 
turned homeward with a store of memories: 
the beauty and majesty of the mountains; 
sleeping out on balsam beds and waking to 
the tang of the keen air; campfires on a moun- 
taintop; watching the moon rising over dis- 
tant mountains, and village lights twinkling 
in the valleys far below them; the warmth of 


All Over the Map 


Headline News in Girl Scouting 


Senior Scouts of Mt. Vernon, IIli- 
nois, who have just been capped 
as Hospital Aides. At the top are 
girls working toward that goal 


good companionship; the shared experiences. 


cs TWO OF THE MANY fine community 
services of Mt. Vernon, Illinois, Girl 
Scouts have been their hospital-aide work 
and assisting with the blood-donor program. 

Seniors work at the Good Samaritan Hos- 
pital after school, on Saturdays, Sundays, and 
holidays. Each girl gives a minimum of 
thirty hours of service to qualify as a Hospital 
Aide. Recently the first group to qualify re- 
ceived their caps at the hospital in an im- 
pressive candlelight ceremony attended by 
parents and friends. 

Dressed in their green-and-white striped 
uniforms, the girls promised to serve the 
sick, to be responsible for the fulfillment of 
hospital regulations, to be trustworthy, cour- 
teous, and loyal. After this pledge, the girls 
repeated the Girl Scout Promise. Then each 
received a Hospital Aide cap—white, with 
the trefoil in the center—which had been 
made for her by the Sisters in the hospital. 
Each also was presented with a chain and a 
cross on a background of Girl Scout green. 

In recognition of one hundred hours of 
service, a red bar pin and a red tape were 
presented to five of the girls. The tape is 
worn on the Senior’s Hospital Aide uniform, 
and an additional tape is awarded for each 
subsequent one hundred hours of service. 

“We want to give full credit to the Girl 
Scouts and their leaders for the wonderful 
success of the blood donor program,” said 
the Mt. Vernon director of the local Red 
Cross chapter after a recent visit of the 
bloodmobile. Several days before the blood- 
mobile was due to arrive, the Scouts started 
collecting pledges and turned in a total of 
192 cards. Their efforts resulted in a record- 
breaking donation from their community. 

To each person who gave them a pledge 
the scouts presented a green ribbon stamped 
with a gold trefoil, which the donors wore 
when they went to the bloodmobile to give 
their donation. 
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THERE WERE GIRL SCOUTS cooking and 
baking and sewing; Girl Scouts set- 
ting up primitive camps; Girl Scouts working 
at garden activities, demonstrating baby 
care, doing handicrafts. In colorful, authentic 
costumes made by themselves, Girl Scouts 
were singing songs of many lands, whirling 
in lively folk dances. At one hundred booths, 
fifteen hundred girls representing three hun- 
dred and fifty troops demonstrated activities 
in every field of the Girl Scout program. 

It was, in short, the “Girl Scouts in Action” 
exhibit of the San Francisco, California, 
Council. Held in the big California National 
Guard Armory, it was the largest demonstra- 
tion of Girl Scout activities ever put on in the 
city. There was no admission charge, and the 
public was invited through the newspapers 
and radio and television stations. The huge 
armory was crowded with visitors, and their 
praise and delighted comments well repaid 
the girls and adults for the weeks of plan- 
ning and preparation. 

From the beginning the project had fine 
community co-operation. Lumber companies 
donated the materials for the booths; volun- 
teers from a local of the carpenters’ union 
gave 150 man hours of work helping to plan 
and build them. Newspapers, radio and tele- 
vision stations gave excellent news coverage. 
“It was all we had hoped it would be,” said 
the director of the San Francisco Council. “It 
was not only a unique and interesting dem- 
onstration to the community of the value and 
importance of the Girl Scout program, but a 
sharing of good program activities among the 
troops themselves.” 


THREE GIRL SCOUTS shared the spot- 

light with one hundred top bakers in 
the Pillsbury Grand National Bake-Off in De- 
cember, at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in New 
York City. Genevieve George of Pemberton, 
Ohio; Meredith Pressey of Marblehead, Mas- 
sachusetts; and Marlyce Ann Snay of Haven, 
Kansas, junior-division winners in their re- 
gional bake-offs, were in New York to com- 
pete for the grand prizes. 

It was an exciting experience. Each girl 
and her mother had an expense-free trip to 
New York and three-day stay at the Waldorf. 
They were entertained at parties, taken on 
sightseeing trips, were guests on television 
programs. It wasfun greeting the other junior 
contestants, girls—and boys, too!—from all over 
the country, and they made many new friends. 

Though their recipes did not win any of 
the grand prizes, it was a real achievement to 
be among the twenty girls and boys who com- 
peted in the national bake-off. In addition to 
the one hundred dollars each was awarded 
as regional winner, the girls received as gifts 
the electric ranges and mixers which they 
used in the New York competition. The Girl 
Scouts also were represented among the judges. 
Miss Alice Sanderson, the Homemaking Ad- 
viser of the Program Department, was one 
of the three judges in the junior division. 


SENIOR TROOP 15 of Davenport, Iowa, 
recently marked ten years together in 
Scouting at a dinner, served by Intermediates, 
at which families and friends were guests. 
Ten-year pins were presented by the presi- 
dent of the Girl Scout Council. As the troop’s 
contribution to a camp-equipment fund, a 
check for twenty-five dollars was presented to 
the council. Then each girl spoke briefly of 
the troop activity that stood out most vividly 
in her memory. 
For the girls have had wonderful times 
together: camping and cook-outs; dramatics 
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and dancing; a trip to Chicago for which 
they worked and saved. The members of the 
troop have given two thousand hours of com- 
munity service, working in the hospital and 
church nursery; helping with Community 
Chest and Civil Defense activities. 

There were speeches of congratulation and 
good wishes. And a memorable evening closed 
with the traditional singing of “Taps.” 


co ROUND-TABLE DISCUSSIONS had shown 
the keen interest of the girls in Good 
Grooming, so the executive council of the 
Westchester County, New York, Senior Plan- 
ning Board decided to make this one of the 
main topics for the annual Senior Conference. 

Plans for this conference, which brings to- 
gether Seniors from all over Westchester 
County, were begun months in advance. As 
soon as the idea of a fashion show was ac- 
cepted, the Senior Executive Council wrote to 
Mrs. Di Sernia, fashion editor of THE AMERI- 
cAN Girt, to ask for advice. At her suggestion 
they decided, first of all, on a theme for the 
show, and planned the background for it. The 
theme chosen was a slumber party. The open- 
ing scene would show two or three pajama- 
clad girls discussing — naturally — the impor- 
tant subject of clothes. 

Then committees were appointed to select 


Housekeeping-badge activ- 
ities are demonstrated by 
“Girl Scouts in Action” in 
San Francisco, California 


A spirited-looking dummy 
stand-in helps San Fran- 
cisco Scouts show how to 
care for a horse and tack 


The three Girl Scout con- 
testants in the Pillsbury 
Bake-Off get together to 
find out “what’s cookin’” 


models and arrange for their training; to ar- 
range for the clothes to be modeled; to plan 
the stage setting. This setting, a girl's bed- 
room, was kept very simple, with props that 
were easy to get and transport—an important 
point in planning a show of any kind. 

With Mrs. Di Sernia doing the commen- 
tary, Senior Scouts modeled the smart clothes 
supplied by a local branch of a New York 
department store. The audience was enthusi- 
astic about the fashions, which ranged from 
sportswear through school and daytime 
clothes, to evening dresses and wraps. 

The fashion show was one of the most suc- 
cessful features of a very successful Senior 
Conference. THE END 


ATTENTION PLEASE! 


Girl Scouts make the news in this depart- 
ment. It is for you—about you—by you. Your 
good times, your community service; your 
outdoor, homemaking, international friend- 
ship and other activities are all of interest 
to Girl Scouts and Girl Guides everywhere. 

Why not tell others in “All Over the Map” 
what your Girl Scout group is doing? Send 
pictures, too, if you have them. These should 
be clear black-and-white prints in good 
focus, 4” x 5" or larger, which show Girl 
Scouts engaged in some interesting activity. 








Photo Courtesy of Pillsbury Co. 
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Early campers had their 
outdoor fun, even though 
they lacked the freedom 
and ease of present-day 
comfortable camper togs 


by ELIN LINDBERG 
























Bloomer Girls to Blue Jeans 


N A HOT SUMMER MORNING of 1912, a troop 
of Girl Scouts — they called themselves 
Guides at the time—trekked out of Savan- 
nah, Georgia, for five glorious days of camping. 

They wore blue cotton-duck middies and bloom- 
ers, modestly covered till they were well out of town 
by skirts that reached almost to their ankles. Below 
the hemline, black cotton stockings met the tops of 
high shoes. This perky outfit was topped by a broad- 
brimmed “campaign hat” that shaded the face val- 
iantly from the rays of the sun. 

The little band was led by Juliette Low, founder 
of Girl Scouting in the United States. Millions of 
Girl Scouts have since gone camping—but these 
were the very first. 

Let campers of today cease their snickering. It’s 
true that those campers of long ago had neither cots 
nor tents. But they had their bathing suits along— 
high-necked and long-skirted in the latest mode. 
They'd planned and shopped carefully for provi- 
sions, and were prepared to cook and serve three 
whopping big outdoor meals per day at eleven cents 
(for all three) per girl. At night they lay down to 
sleep in the sand along the Savannah River shore, 
with millions of bright stars blinking at them. 

Start a good thing and watch it grow. Not that 
the Girl Scouts invented camping. The Indians were 
expert campers before white men set foot on the 
New World. Many early settlers took up camping as 
a way of life that would help them get along with 
the Indians. Individuals and organizations like the 
Girl Scouts brought back camping as something 
new—an experience for young people. Living to- 
gether in the out-of-doors, they could learn re- 
sourcefulness, teamwork, responsibility—while hav- 
ing a vacation packed with fun. 


By late 1918 the Girl Scouts (they had adopted 
that name the first year) were a national movement 
with 32,000 members all over the United States. 
But the Scouts of Savannah still had scored a camp- 
ing “first.” There were many of them now, 
they wanted a real camp to which their troops could 
go—for a day, a week end, or a longer period. Look- 
out Mountain was near enough, and Juliette Low 
went exploring behind a mule team. Close to the 
top she found a picturesque natural basin formed 
by a mountain stream. Flat rocks stepped down 
gently to a perfect pool for swimming. Great jagged 
rocks loomed in the background, where tall trees 
provided shade. The owner of the mountain pre 
sented its top to the Scouts, and it became Camp 
Juliette Low. Girls who sun themselves on its natu- 
ral couches after a swim still refer to “the soft rocks.” 

This camp was what we today call a troop camp, 
for Scouts went there with their leaders. Later it 
became a permanent camp not only for the girls 
of Savannah, but for girls from all the Southem 
States. In 1919, the Girls Scouts of Springfield, Mas- 
sachusetts, opened the first permanent summer camp 
for girls, drawn from many troops, who usually 
came for a two-weeks period, and for week ends 
during spring, autumn, and winter months. Camp 
Bonnie Brae on the shore of Otis Pond had a long 
wooden building with twenty rooms, that had once 
been an inn. There was also a farmhouse and other 
small buildings. The property was leased that first 
summer, but later friends of Scouting helped raise 
the money to purchase it. This first “established 
camp” has been a place of joy to girls ever since. 

Established camps soon were immensely popular 
—today there are over six hundred of them in the 
forty-eight States, Alaska, Hawaii, and Puerto Rico. 
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At first the girls who went to them were in 
one large group; their tents pitched in rows. 
It was “mass” camping. But, somehow, when 
you go out to enjoy tramping in the woods 
and swimming in a cool lake, and treasure 
hunting for rare birds and flowers, it’s less 
fun if you’re in so large a crowd. 

It was at Camp Andree, a national camp 
for Girl Scouts in Westchester County, New 
York, in 1921, that the unit plan of camping 
was begun. This was the Girl Scouts’ biggest 
contribution to camping ideas. Troop-size 
groups of campers, divided into patrols of 
six or eight, were scattered throughout the 
camp site. Each patrol made its own little 
campfire and did its own outdoor housekeep- 
ing—planning menus, ordering food from the 
commissary, cooking and serving its own 
meals. The patrols held meetings, and each 
elected a leader from its number. Once a day 
she represented them at the camp’s Court 
of Honor. Here they discussed special patrol 
and unit activities, decided what things 
would be fun to do, and planned activities 























down 
jagged 
| trees 
n pre- in which the whole camp could take part. 
Camp They discussed problems that might have 








natu risen in their patrols, and reported the Court 
‘ocks. of Honor discussions to their patrols. 
camp, Camp Andree was the earliest established 
ater It camp for Senior Scouts. Behind its opening 
e girls in 1921 there is a touching story of Andree 
uthern Clark, the Girl Scout for whom it is named. 
, Mas- Andree had spent her childhood in France, 
camp returning to the United States when she was 
isually fourteen. Her father, William A. Clark, was 
< ends U. S. Senator from Montana, but the family 
Camp spent a good deal of time in New York. An- 
a long ee became an ardent Girl Scout. When she 
1 once died suddenly at sixteen, her parents found 
| other in her diary how completely her thoughts 
at first had centered around possible service to others 
1 raise through Scouting. In her memory they gave 
lished the beautiful property in Westchester which 
ei became Camp Andree. 
ne the The camping idea was gaining rapidly 
, Rico. among Girl Scouts all over the United States. 
il many cities there was need for camps 
i, 
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Girl Scout camping has come a long way since 





the days of skirts, bloomers, and campaign hats 


that girls could attend by day, having all the 
fun of camp activities, but sleeping home at 
night. In 1921 the first such “day camp” got 
started in Chicago. It did a regular circuit for 
four weeks: one day it was held in Oak Park, 
the next in Evanston, the next at Oak Street 
Beach, the next on the South Side. The chil- 
dren were gathered in units by age groups. 
They did crafts, outdoor cooking, badge work, 
simple dramatics, and a lot of singing and 
games. The grand finale of the summer was 
the chartering of a boat to take all the day 
campers and their families on a trip to Michi- 
gan City for a day. A leader of that time 
recalls how, when almost a thousand Girl 
Scouts marched onto the dock, they found 
there a little Negro girl who was crying bit- 
terly. She had missed the boat taking her 
friends on a day’s outing, so the Scouts in- 
vited her to come along with them. In Michi- 
gan City they met her group—but by then 
she was having such fun she insisted on stick- 
ing with the Scouts and had decided she 
wanted to be a Scout. (Continued on page 60) 


Today’s campers don 
slacks for comfort 
as they enjoy hikes 
and jolly cook-outs 
with troop members 


Shorts are popular 
apparel for Scouts 
who go on outdoor 
camping adventures 


in woods and fields 
Paul Parker 











With a smooth, 
blemish-free skin 
that invites romance 


No More hateful blackheads, over- 
oily skin or pimples to keep you 
from having fun. You can be lovely, 
alluring. It’s easy if you take these 
3 steps: 


Step One: Cut down sweets, pastries, 
starchy foods. Eat sensibly. 


Step Two: Get your skin really clean.* 
Hundreds of doctors advise Cuticura 
Soap because it is superfatted and 
contains soothing, healing Cuticura 
medication. 


Step Three: At bedtime smooth on 
Cuticura Ointment. This softens and 
improves your skin as it helps clear 
up blackheads and externally caused 
pimples. 


In 7 Days you'll begin to see fresher, 
clearer, smoother skin, radiant new 
complexion tone. 


Keep It Up. Cuticura Soap and 
Ointment make your skin lovelier as 
they help clear it up. What’s more, 
they also help protect-and preserve. 


Wont Faster Action? During the day 
use new “invisible” Cuticura Medi- 
cated Liquid under your make-up. 
Many doctors report results in 1 to 
3 days! Get Cuticura at your drug- 
gist today! 


(uticu ra, 


*F REE Soap sample and Skin Care leaflet 
giving correct Meng adh techniques. Write 
Cuticura, Dept. AG-3, Malden 48, Mass. 
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SERGEANT’S DOG BOOK TEACHES 
YOU CORRECT CARE FOR YOUR DOG! 


This colorfully illustrated booklet is just full of the information 
you need! Every word is expert advice on how to feed, train 
and groom your dog. The 38 easy-to-read pages are crammed 
with vitally interesting, professional dog care guidance. 


If you’re a Girl Scout, use it to pass your Dog and Cat 
Proficiency test! Send for your FREE copy of the authoritative 
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Sergeant’s Dog Book today! 
MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 
poo - - - - - - - - - - -- ------- 
: Send this coupon or a post card to: WRITE T0 DAY 
' SERGEANT’S, Richmond 20, Virginia ! > 
; Gentlemen: Please send me my FREE copy ’ 
‘ of the Sergeant’s Dog Book. IT S 
: Name FREE | 
; Street address ® 
I City State ' 
ER Se Sa ae ae ee sa ae J 
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So the camping idea grew and grew—until 
last summer there were over 2,000 day camps, 
with almost 200,000 campers, while 130,009 
Scouts spent part of their vacationtime ip 
established Girl Scout camps, and 175,000 
went troop camping. 

Of course, Girl Scouts weren’t the only 
ones thinking about camping in all these 
years. Lots of other groups of young people 
and adults, too, were finding out what a 
worthwhile experience it could be to “go 
back to the ways of the Indians.” Living 
together in small outdoor “communities” 
could teach them not merely about Nature, 
but also how to get along with their fellow- 
men. 

Keeping step with the growth of the zest 
for camping, thoughtful people were setting 
up standards for maintaining health and 
safety in camps. They were devising camp 
clothing that would be more practical and 
comfortable than that worn in the old days. 
An American Camping Association had been 
formed in the early twenties. Through it 
camp directors of all the organizations inter- 
ested in camping met together and exchanged 
advice. 


Many of the health and safety rules 
in Girl Scout camping have remained very 
much as they were worked out at the start. 
But plenty of things have changed. Girls to- 
day seldom have hair down to their waists, 
as they did forty years ago. So the decision 
that “hair -be in one braid, or if curly, tied at 
the back” sounds a little out of date. So does 
the 1923 suggestion that there should be “a 
half hour a week when girls can do what they 
like best.” Present-day Girl Scout campers 
have a big hand in planning what they want 
to do and how to do it—all the waking hours 
of the day. And what a wide variety of op- 
portunities for real adventure they can choose 
from! 

A troop may still go camping, just as 
Juliette Low’s first troop did, to a favorite 
location on mountain or shore, in a national 
forest or State park. Or it may set out ona 
long trip with its leaders, pitching camp in 
a different spot each night. Last summer, if 
you could have scanned the more than two 
thousand miles of the Appalachian trail that 
extends from Maine to Georgia, you would 
have discovered Girl Scout troops gaily hik- 
ing and camping all along this wilderness 
footpath. 

Senior Scouts who have developed real 
camping skills like to try their mettle in the 
most primitive forms of camping. The All 
States Encampment near Cody, Wyoming, is 
in one of the settings that provide a chance 
for “roughing it” in the wilds. Seniors chosen 
from all the States and United States tert- 
tories meet there each summer and, from 
their headquarters at Buffalo Bill Camp, go 
off pack-tripping, mountain climbing, and 
hiking in beautiful Yellowstone Park. 

Other Senior Scouts join the Archaeologi- 
cal Mobile Camps, sponsored jointly by the 
Girl Scouts and the Museum of New Mexico. 
They start in New Mexico and travel 1,200 
miles across the Southwest, visiting ancient 
Indian pueblos, canyons, and craters, 
camping each night on the trail. Or they 
spend a strenuous but memorable vacation 
helping dig out one of the buried rooms of 
ancient Pueblo Largo, thirty miles southwest 
of Santa Fé—the Girl Scouts’ own archaeolog- 
ical “dig.” 

Mariner Scout troops make weekly cruises 
with swimming and sailing instruction on 4 
fleet of small sailboats, or practice ship 
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living on ships that are tied up at their docks. 

Among the great number of established 
Girl Scout camps, several now have their 
ywn sections of “wilderness” where Seniors 
can practice their camping skills in a primi- 
tive setup, with less adult supervision than 
younger girls. 

From all over the United States, Girl Scout 
troops come to Rockwood, a camp near the 
nation’s capital. Here they camp in groups, 
and join in all-camp activities that broaden 
their acquaintance with Scouting. And, of 
course, they go off on gay sight-seeing tours 
of Washington, D. C. 

Yes, Girl Scout camping is growing up! 
There’s something new in it every year. And 
always, it seems, there’s something new to 
look forward to! There is international camp- 
ing, where experienced campers of the 
United States meet and camp with Senior Girl 
Guides of other countries, abroad and at es- 
tablished camps in the United States. 

Now, the Girl Scouts are looking forward 
to their biggest camping event ever—the 1956 
Senior Roundup! Nearly four thousand girls 
—Seniors and Intermediates—will gather from 
all over the nation and pitch ‘camp together 
for about two weeks. In separate troop units, 
but with many joint activities, they will show 
how they can manage a good camp govern- 
ment through patrols and Courts of Honor. 
They will get acquainted, have fun and ex- 
citement. 

The trail from bloomer girls to those in 
blue jeans has been long. But every summer 
it adds a few special rainbows. THE END 





By You 
(Continued from page 28) 


SUNDAY MORNING 


Nonfiction Award 


Sunday mornings at my house are quiet and 
relaxing. There is nothing to do and we all 
plan to enjoy perfect peace and quiet. 

After breakfast Dad goes into the living 
room, and turns on the TV set, loud! Mom 
suddenly remembers she has to write letters 
to all our relatives, or at least ten or eleven 
families of them, so she gets out the portable 
typewriter and starts clacking away. 

In the meantime I have finished cleaning up 
the kitchen and I start the dishwasher. Then 
I remember that my flute lesson is tomorrow 
and that I have practiced only twice all week. 
I take my flute and go into the living room to 
set up my music on the piano, which is the 
only thing even close to a music stand that 
we have in the house. 

It’s raining out this morning so the boys 
can't go outside. Ricky decides that he needs 
a little trumpet practice, but since I am using 
the piano he props his music up against his 
case on the dining-room table opposite Mom. 

After a while Stevie gets tired of not having 
anything to do so he goes down to the playroom. 
“To escape the peace and quiet?” you ask. No, 
he has a set of drums downstairs, he just wants 
‘0 practice something, too. 

Wouldn’t you like to spend a quiet Sunday 
morning relaxing with us? 

CYNTHIA LITMAN (age 15) Duluth, Minnesota 


THE LEGEND OF THE SPIDER 
Fiction Award 


Once upon a time there was on old Indian 
Woman. She was always finding fault with 
everything. She complained about the crops. 
She told the Indian mothers how to raise their 
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take a fashion tip 
jrom a telephone teen 


Ann’s smart—she stitched some ball fringe to the collar 
and cuffs of last year’s dress to give it anew fashion look! 
- And she was smart when she chose a career in the accounting department 
at the telephone company. She did not need experience and like all 
telephone jobs, hers is well paid and steady. Ann has only worked a 
short while, but she has already had her first raise. 


Take a tip from Ann—with many different jobs 
at the telephone company, 


there may be one waiting for you! 
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silver-plated flute AT FINE MUSIC 


DEALERS EVERY WHERE 


ARMSTRONG COC AN ELKHART, INDIANA 











children. Her only son had been killed by Croy 
warriors and she was very bitter. She was al. 
ways wanting the warriors of her tribe to go 
to war with the Crow. She never did any work, 

One night a beautiful white figure appeared 
in her dreams. He told her to change her ways 
or she would be sorry. 

The next morning the old woman was as 
grouchy as ever. As the days flew by, she grew 
more cross and grouchy with each day. She 
never even thought about what the Great Spirit 
had told her. 

One day she was out walking on the plains, 
As usual she was complaining. All at once she 
began getting smaller and smaller and blacker 
and blacker. She was turned into a spider, 
Ever since then she has gone about spinning 
her web. 

CINDY SUE STILES (age 10) Pratt, Kansas 


THE HORSE 


Poetry Award 


We are one, the horse and I, 

I speak in the fury and flame 

And the spark of pride in the stallion’s eye, 
And the whinny, a loud and ringing cry, 
And the drumming hoojfbeats call my name. 


Symbol of wind, so proud and free, 
The spirit which knows no bounds, 
His rippling muscles surge in me, 
The thing I love the most is he, 

W hose call in my heart resounds. 


One in spirit, one in delight, 

One are we in passion and fire, 
Cantering through the velvet night, 
Awed am I by his dauntless might, 
Inherited jrom a desert sire. 


Again through the night I hear his neigh. 
And still the trumpeting cry, 
Though faint and soft and far away, 
Makes my heart cry out and say, 
“We are one, the horse and I.” 
MARTHA ELEANOR MILLER (age 12) 
South Hampton, New Hampshire 


THE RECRUIT 


Fiction Award 


I got out of the car as it stopped in the 
empty parking field. | looked around at the 
lethargy of movement about. But I caught the 
suggestion of the crescendo of confusion which 
would be about the exhibit halls and the barns 
that day when a cattle truck rattled by. The 
stand-bys, the 4H stand, and the veterans 
stand were astir with the early-bird attendants 
who were indolently watchful for their first 
customers; their lazy boredom somehow remi- 
niscent of the tired lassitude which would 
grip everyone when the closing hours came al 
last for that day, even as it would be tomer 
row, and finally that last day. 

I had seen it all before—last year. It was 
then that my brother and | had teamed up for 
the first time, and we had been at the carnival 
early and late and seen and done things it was 
not in the ken of the customers to know o 
suspect. | had never suspected myself that the 
early and the late hours at the carnival could 
hold so much. My brother was a veteran and 
I, as a beginner, was gripped by something 
he had long ago accepted and forgotten. Jack 
knew his way about I conceded readily, and 
showed no sign of the hesitations that forever 
dogged my footsteps. He got out of the car om 
the other side and lounged over to the ver 
erans’ stand for the first cup of coffee and 
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cigarettes. A remembered routine. | edged 
alongside and took a quick gulp of the pop he 
waved over to me. 

He nudged me. “Here come some of them 
already,” he muttered in my ear. I twisted 
around jerkily. Yep, there was the vanguard of 
the carnival swinging in. 

Jack rose and walked purposefully toward 
the long, maroon car with the inevitable trailer 
behind it, which expelled an oldish man im- 
mediately. With a businesslike air, he stood 
looking around. It was as if he were seeing 
everything and yet it was as if he were un- 
seeing. 

A smile touched Jack’s face. “He looks just 
the same,” he muttered to me. After a whole 
year...that this same carnival outfit should 
arrive here at this same sandy field and that 
the boss’s face should wear the same preoccu- 
pied air and him wearing the same-looking 
bent-up hat, nondescript shirt and baggy pants 
was to Jack at this moment something of an 
amazement. 


PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
MARGARET HULA 
(age 16) Medford, Oklahoma 


The carnival director turned, glanced at 
Jack, held out his hand. “You were here last 
year,” he said with a smile. Jack beamed. The 
boss knew him. “Want a job?” the director 
asked at once. He wasn’t one to lose any time. 

Jack was set. I stood to one side and watched 
Jack follow the boss. Each new trailer arriving 
thenceforth got my scrutiny. I wandered about, 
waiting. Sometimes I was perilously close to 
being in the way as the boss waved them in. 
I saw the popcorn stand, the lunch wagon, the 
games-of-chance stands, the rides roll in and 
take their places as the boss directed. Almost 
before I knew it I was picking a meager path 
through the “midway” which as by a magic 
wand the boss had created out of a dusty un- 
charted field and the trucks and trailers as 
they pulled in. I saw Jack working at assem- 
bling the octopus. 

I was almost blind with looking, I felt. My 
mind was dizzy with the anxieties crowding it. 
“Where is she?” I asked myself, unable to ask 
those busy about me. “Wasn’t she with them 
this time?” I wondered. 
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Then I saw her, and | had an instant con- 
viction that I would have known her black 
coupe and her trailer anytime, anyplace. I made 
my way there where she was and I stood there 
waiting as she climbed out. She reached up in 
a hurry to loose the straps on top and throw 
down the sticks and the canvas. She glanced 
around and saw me. She handed me _ the 
bucket with the nails in it. 

“Want a job?” she inquired. I nodded, 
speechless. It came out as I followed her direc- 
tions finally that I had been there the time 
before and helped her “tear down.” I had been 
there waiting, I confessed, to help her “set up.” 
Her half-closed eyes moved over me. I won- 
dered with an inner excitement if she saw I 
was as yet small in the ways of men’s work, 
but how eager I was to reach out and enfold 
the world. Any world. But right now, the carni- 
val world, represented at this moment by a 
capable, stout-figured, gray-haired old lady 
with braids neatly atop her head. Penny-Ante 
Anne! 

No one could fully guess how every nook 
and cranny of a small boy’s soul could be so 
satisfyingly filled as the hoarse voice of this 
calloused old lady yelled suddenly, “That’s the 
wrong stick, Bud!” Mine was. | was learning, 
wasn’t 1? Someday, I'd maybe get a bid to 
drive one of the “outfits” out...like Jack. 
Maybe I'd go... like Jack. Of course I'd come 
back ... after a whole year with it all accepted 
and forgotten... like Jack. But then... there'd 
be carnival time after a whole year... 

MARIE COOK (age 15) Spooner, Wisconsin 


THE MONTH OF MARCH 


Poetry Award 


Oh, windy is the month of March, 

And kites fly high in the sky. 

The boys who play in the creek get wet, 
But the wash on the line gets dry. 


Oh, birds all sing in the month of March, 
And meadows become so green. 
The newborn lambs frolic about, 
And the earliest flowers are seen. 


Oh, balmy blows the breeze in March, 
While pussy willows peek. 

Leaves unfold on bush and tree, 

The clouds play hide-and-seek. 


Often March comes like a lion 

With wind, ice, and snow. 

But just as often it comes like a lamb, 

And the ice and frost all go. 

MARY LEA MOUNTAIN (age 11) Des Moines, lowa 


HE’S JUST A DOG 


Nonfiction Award 


There he is. Just a happy-go-lucky pup, glad 
to see you home. He doesn’t care if you’re not 
popular at school. He loves you, no matter 
what; loyal, adoring—your confidential pal. 

Why does he mean so much to you? Is it 
because you can pour out all your own special 
problems into his sympathetic ear and receive 
consolation? Or is it because you can rough- 
house with him and blow off steam? Or is it 
because you can show him off and know he will 
be a perfect gentleman? Or perhaps because 
you can rewrite the saying “Love me, love my 
dog!” to “Love my dog, love me!” 

You remember the first day you got him. 
Maybe he was a Christmas gift or perhaps just 
a bewildered little stray that you begged Mom 
to let you keep to be “your very own.” No 
matter, he captured your heart at first sight. 
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From rollicking puppyhood, when you wanted 
to hug and cuddle him rather than scold, to 
handsome adulthood, then to dignified, gentle 
old age, he’s brought laughs and tears and has 
been your pal through thick and thin. 
Why do you love him so? He’s just your dog! 
KATHLEEN RAY BAKER (age 14) Salem, Ohio 


THE INVALID 


Fiction Award 


Rosemary Jenkins lay listlessly on the multi- 
coloured divan in her sunny bedroom. 

Her gaze was fixed on the white plaster that 
encased her legs from her toes to her thighs. A 
tear coursed its way down her cheek, balanced 





Rules for BY YOU Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department ? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. They 
may be on any subject that will appeal to 
teen-agers. Only original material, never be- 
fore published, should be submitted. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the sender’s. 
Contributions must not be copied in any way 
from the work of another person. 


Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical or 
human-interest sketch, episode from real life. 
Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on stiff 
drawing paper or poster board; may be done 
in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 5” x 7”. 
Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject, Black-and- 
white only. No smaller than 2%” by 2%”. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs will 
not be considered. 


RULES 


1. Entries for the July, 1954, issue must be 
mailed on or before April 1, 1954. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of 
the magazine for which they are submitted. 
2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THe Amer- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GiRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 
when necessary. 


AWARDS 


First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these: 

Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 

Tue AMERICAN Girt Magazine 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 








for a minute on her chin, then landed with a 
“splish” in her empty teacup. Mrs. Jenkins, 
who had come to collect the lunch tray, pre. 
tended not to notice it. “By the way,” she said 
cheerily, “our new neighbors have arrived, 
They have a boy, Allan, who is eighteen. He’s 
coming to see you this afternoon.” 

“He might as well join the ‘cheer-up soci- 
ety’,” replied Rosemary rudely. 

Her mother sighed. Her daughter had 
changed so much since the car accident two 
weeks ago. The doctor had told Mrs. Jenkins 
to be patient, but she found this difficult at 
times. When Mrs. Jenkins had gone Rosemary 
picked up her sewing basket; she opened it, 
then shut it with a bang, for in the basket 
were two dainty red roses she had been mak- 
ing. She pushed the basket to the floor and 
said “Oh, it’s all so beastly! I can’t be hockey 
captain now, and Joan will probably go to the 
Girl Guides’ ball with Bill while I lie here on 
this horrid sofa.” As she thought of missing the 
hockey match, missing the Guides’ ball, her 
flimsy white frock, and of Bill and Joan she 
sank deeper into her glum mood and didn’t 
hear the door open. 

“Here’s your visitor, dear.” said her mother 
and Rosemary saw her mother stand aside 
while a nice-looking boy seated in a wheel 
chair pushed himself forward. 

“Hail, fellow invalid,” he greeted. Despite 
herself Rosemary smiled. 

“Broken legs, too?” she inquired. 

“No,” replied Allan. “Polio.” 

“Oh,” said Rosemary breathlessly. “Oh, I'm 
so sorry.” 

“Allan will have to stay in his chair for three 
years.” Mrs. Jenkins said softly. 

“Oh, Allan, how do you stand it?” asked 
Rosemary. 

“It was pretty rotten at first, but you soon 
realize that what has to be: has to be.” smiled 
Allan. 

Rosemary soon found herself telling Allan 
all about the hockey match and about Bill. 

“What stiff luck,” said Allan. 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Rosemary. looking 
at her mother. An understanding smile passed 
between them. 

“Tl fix some 
Jenkins. 

As she left the room Allan said, “I’ve got 
some fine Victor Sylvester records, Rosemary, 
so on the night of the ball would you put on 
your new dress and-come to my place? It's 
not much of a substitute but maybe one day, 
when | learn to walk again, I could take you to 
a real dance.” 

Rosemary accepted. “After all.” she said, 
“we invalids must stick together.” and sud- 
denly thought she was the luckiest girl in 
the world. 

MARGARET THOMSON (age 15) 
Melbourne, Australia 


afternoon tea,” said Mrs. 


HONORABLE MENTION 


ART: Barbara Mona Sydenham (age 15) Atlantic 
Beach, Florida 
POETRY: Mary E. Call (age 16) North Adams, Mas 
sachusetts 
Marlene Jordan (age 13) Irma, Wisconsin 
FICTION: Anne Cameron Land (age 16) New Or 
leans, Louisiana 
Gay Gilbertson (age 13) Eugene, Oregon 
NONFICTION: Ulker Hamzaoi (age 16) Ankara, 
Turkey; Frances Bell Exum (age 13) Tuscaloosa, 
Alabama; Arlene Novak (age 14) Pullman, Mich 
igan 
PHOTOGRAPHY: Jean Woolley (age 13) Naper 
ville, Illinois 
MARCH, 1954 
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HOW YOUNG CAN YOU GET? 
Driver: Waiter, I want chicken—and the 
younger the better. 
Warren: In that case, you had better order 
eggs, sir. 
Sent by JUDY A. GILCHREST, West Cheshire, Conn. 


CARRY ON! 


“It took me ten’ years to discover I had 
absolutely no talent for writing literature,” 
confided the author. 

“So you gave up writing?” asked his friend. 

“Oh, no!” replied the author. “By that time 
I was too famous.” 

Sent by JUDITH McINTYRE, Kimball, Minnesota 


DOG-GONE! 


There was a young fellow named Paul 
Who went to a fancy-dress ball, 
He thought he would risk it 
And go as a biscuit— 
But a dog ate him up in the hall. 
Sent by BARBARA BOLASH, Erie, Pennsylvania 


EVEN AS YOU AND ! 


Marion: Did you find the examination 
questions very hard? 

Auprey: Oh, the questions were easy. It 
was the answers I had trouble with. 

Sent by BARBARA HINEBAUGH, Milwaukee, Wisc. 


A NOVEL IDEA 


If you must kill time, why not try working 
it to death? 
Sent by JEAN MILLAN, E/ Cajon, Calif. 


COWSLIPS? 


TENDERFOOT: What is that long 
rope on your saddle for? 

Cowsoy: Catching cows. 

TENDERFOOT: How interesting! 
What do you use for bait? 

Sent by CAROL PENCE, Hudson, Wisc. 


JUST THE JOB FOR HIM 


“I'm sorry, son,” said the store- 
keeper, “but I’m afraid we can’t 
hire you. We don’t need much 
help right now.” 

“That’s all right,” replied the 
'y, “I promise I won’t be much 
help.” 

Sent by JEAN LONDKERR, Rose Creek, 


nnesota 


MECHANICALLY MINDED 


Mecuanic: You have a short 
circuit, lady. 

Lapy Mororist: Can 
lengthen it while I wait? 

Sent by ARTHUR JOHNSON, 
Wisconsin Rapids, Wisconsin. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


you 


STILL A GOOD PROSPECT 


Fimst SALESMAN: You needn’t try to sell 
that man an encyclopedia. 

Seconp SALESMAN: Why not? 

Fimst SALESMAN: Because he knows every- 
thing there is to know. 

Seconp SALESMAN: Well, in that case he'll 
enjoy going through it to find the errors. 

Sent by JUDY FIEBIGER, Fremont, Ohio 


NO MODEL 

“Swimming,” a physical-training instructor 
told his pupils, “is the best possible way to 
gain a slim and lovely figure.” 

Noticing that one of the girls looked un- 
convinced, he asked, “Don’t,you believe that 
swimming is good for the figure?” 

“Wel-l-1,” she replied doubtfully, “did you 
ever look at a duck?” 

Sent by FILEMON BALBASTRO, JR., 
Oton, Philippine Islands. 


IMPORTANT NOTICE 
All jokes must be sent to THE Bg = py GIRL on 
two-cent Government postal as many jokes 
as you wish, but no more than twe te @ card. Write 
~~! = or on the typewriter, and be sure to give your 
full address, and age. Address your cards to 
THE Ie AMERICAN Gil GIRL, Fees Department, "55 East 44th 
Street, New York 17, New York. 
THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00 for each 
joxe printed on this page. 





“Gee, | sure made a lot 
of fudge in fifty-three.” 
















British Empire 
STAMPS 


GIVEN! 10 


Get these valuable stamps from 
far corners of World! All differ- 
ent—worth over $2 in Standard 
Catalog. GIVEN — booklet ‘*How 
to Recognize Rare Stamps,” also 
offers for inspection. Send 10¢ 


for postage and handling today. 
MORE, Milford XH-322,N.H. 
STAMPS 


» Lae 


THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 2Set ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 


MYSTIC STAMP CO... Camden 70, New 


TERRIFIC TRIANGLES ! ! 


Frightful Fish, Christ, Voleanoes—African flowers, giant 
50 yr. Tasmania, ‘Pearl Harbor’’ Jap Phill., Dead Lands, 
ete. 3¢ to approval buyers. POTOMAC STAMP COM- 
PANY, Dept. #50, Washington 15, D. C. 


GIANT STAMP ZOO 10¢ 


Fifteen Rhi os, Elephant, Snake, 
Tiger, Zabu, coon Koalabear, Emu, Kookabura, 
Bull, Horse--With approvals. NIAGARA STAMP 
COMPANY, Niagara on the Lake 121, Canada 


300 Different Stamps 15¢ 


100 Different British, 200 Different World Wide, Cata- 
logue Value $10.00. To Approval Applicants. Jayne Box 
24-H, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. 


ST AM COLLECTION GIVEN 


More than 100 diff. eteetin, B_- 
| gg stamps from Europe, 
Scandinavia, jpathane. 





















a ona qouned. os 


eitteat” “hl mie ~f-g to pore val 
3 


sta! 
¢ postage. TATHAM STAMP CoO.. se ePRINGrIELD 4. MASS. 














Powerful Magnifying Glass 


for 5¢ Post. Bargain 


GIVEN esr es 


Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 
gn ust Banknote and _ — 





G ‘ED 
a rplicante’t 
ARGAIN 
Cent, 10¢. Wooden nickel, 
10¢; Chinese Dollar, 53¢. 





, 200 deka 4! STAMPS 


TRIANGES 








ys _ haere 
ANY 
BAT 2 Postais, 
en. say High Values. Big 
in lists and approvals 

ot uded. 


Jamestown Stamp, Dept. 522, Jamestown, N. Y. 





United Nations lst Stamp Issue 
Considered by many to be-one of World's 
Most attractive —- Pictures U.N. Butiaing. 
Embiem, Fla nd Peoples of World 

10¢. Approvals “includ ° 


$s 
Box 1246-AG, Church St. Sta., N.Y.C. 38 


DIFF. RUSSIA— 10¢ 


A colorful exciting collection of fascinat- 
ing stamps from behind the Iron Curtain. 
Bargain-priced at 10¢ to introduce our 


fine approvais 
L. SAPHIRE 
Box 44, Times Square Station, New York 36, N.Y. 


COLONIAL COLLECTION GIVEN! 


carocious collection of British 
ee ther, Colonial 
stamps, oY issues, Ani- 
mal and Flow stamps. Pictorials, Jalues, all 
GIVEN plus Prilatopic i Magazine. Send only M se for return 
postage. EMPIRE S$ amp Co., Dept. AG oronto, Canada. 


Wher Are “Approvals”? 


*“‘Approvals,"" or approval sheets,’’ mean sheets with 
stamps aie ned whieh are made up and sent out by deal- 
ers. The only Se. on the part of the recipient of 

*“‘Approvals”’ is that tamps must be returned promptly 
and = good onthe, ow paid for. 

price of each stamp is on the sheet and yo cothaster 
should Kjetach those which he wishes to ° en 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as a Sder aN 
when received, enclosing the price of the stamps he has 
detached and, most important, his name, street, address, 
city, postal zone number, State, and the invoice number. 


from our advertisers, be sure to write your name and 
address clearly, and at give © full name and com- 
plete address. stamp dealer will do his best to fill 
jour order carefully | promptly. You can avoid de- 

making sure your name and address are 
given in your order. 
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SIT). PAYING 89° EACH FOR HIT PARADE RECORDS! Now! 6 


Complete 


NEW “Closer Grooved’ 78 R.P.M. RECORDS ~- aca 
THIS WEEK’S 18 Hit Parade SONGS Speed 78 





WITH DEAN MARTIN ano otners 
FOR 17‘ EACH! ‘ 


STARRING DEAN MARTIN of THE DEAN MAR- 
nae LEWIS TEAM and JEFF CLARK For- 

erly of STRIKE HIT PARADE. 
ARLENE JAMES of NBC-TV and ED SULLIVAN’S 


the LUCKY 
TOAST OF THE TOWN. 





AMAZING NEW 


closer together. bs ~~ 10, 000 inches of grooves on 


ee te Lucky Song Parade Hits on each side! You save 

13.94, You pay only 17¢ a song. Only $2.98 for all 18! 

You hear 3 songs without having to change the record. 
r 








New Improved Old Style Record 
(G6 fF 


reoved Too 


(Closer Grooved) 


DEAN MARTIN 


(Dean Martin of the Dean Martin-Jerry Lewis Team oi 
.V.) brings you =< Parade Hits on break-resistant 
78 R.P.M. records. Only 17¢ each song. Also on 45's. 





BILL LAWRENCE 


formerty of the Arthur 
Godfrey show brings you 
tor i 


M. records only 





Bote Pe bs . 
SNOOKY LANSON 
of the Lucky Strike Hit 
Parade brings you t 
Collector's Item Record 
Hits for only 17c each 
—on 78 R.P.M. records. 


f--------------1 


i MAIL NO RISK COUPON TODAY 


Send 78 RPM 


SONG PARADE CO., Dept. 246 © Send 45 RPM 


| 318 Market St., Newark, 


O Rush the 18 Top Smash Hit Songs starring | 


New Jersey 


Dean Martin, Jeff Clark and Arlene James and 
supporting cast on 3 break-resistant vinyl fo. ng 
I enclose $2.98. "$20 eo peepee. (i save 90¢ 


by sending full 


with my order.) 


I may keep any By — s Sead monly return 12 for 


refund if not ee. 
© Send 78 R.P.M. speed 


0 Send 45 R.P.M. speed. 


} § enclose $2. 98. Send e3 18 Hill Billy Songs. 





I 
I 
l 
Y 
1 O § enclose $2.98. Send 
— ‘< 
I 
! 
1 


| Address 








City Zone 


State 


Record 


$ 9:98 or 45's 





(1 SONG PARADE HITS BY DEAN MARTIN AND 
— FOR ONLY $2.98 


puts Grooves 


t s Parade Hits on each 
side—Kecorded by the , & 4K... Dean Martin, and Jeff 





PP nPPEyeS 








(1 18 HILLBILLY SONGS — ONLY $2.98 


imbo 10. I'll Never Get Over You 
There Stands te | Glass 

2. 
ee Don’t Want to 43, 
. Tennessee Wig-Walk 
+ Tach-A-Too 
. Just Married 
17. Let's Kiss & Try Again 
. North Wind 


18 oo HYMNS —— $2.98 
3- Se . 1f We Ever Meet Again 


« | Know Who Holds 





ahd Pye 





. While The Ages Roll 0 
.« Mansion Over bi aes 12. Glory Land March 
» No Tears In Heaven 

« Man of Galilee 

. Too Much Sinning 

. Suppertime 

. Crying In The Chapel 
. The Great Milky Way 


. From The maneer to 











(1018 MOST POPULAR RHYTHM & BLUES $2.98 


. Just Walkin’ in the Rain 
ood 


Severeyyr 
0 bt pt pe Pt be ee 
PNeBeYuUNrOS 


(1) 12 SQUARE DANCES & BOOK — $2.98 


2 Square Dance Songs by Hap Williams and 
**Square Dancing’’ for $2.98 


ouauN~ 
ieteee. 


Tell y 4 ‘vowrre re Mine 


9 
My Baby's Coming Home 


SPNPS SYNE 
” 
> 


iss Me 
. av Don’t You Believe 











Descgu SMART 


LOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe 
at considerable saving. Gain experience 
designing for others. It may lead to 
thrilling career—even a shop of your 
own some day. Basic “learn-by-doing” 
course under guidance of qualified 
teachers provides excellent starting 
int for a career. Send for ~ > 
fungal “Adventures t in Dress 
NATIONAL ‘SCHOOL oF DRESS DESIGN 
Dept. 16 Chicage 14, ll. 
Please send me FRE EE ond pi poneaia your — “Adventures 
and fi ulars. 








835 Diversey Parkway 
in Dress Design,” 


Name. ..... .cccccccccccccsscccsecseseccsecssesssesees 


Address.... 





You Alone 
Secret Love 
The Jones Boy 


Oo et te pet 
@NOUaUNKO 
° 
= 
2 
v 
= 








You All Come 


Tomorrow 

















Chicken Reel 





O18 yay eg SONGS — $2.98 
ky Lanson, Bill Lawrence, etc. $2.98 
11. R sad | Waltz Again With 
ou 


+ Don’t Let the Stars Get 


tn Your Eyes 


+ Trying 


Even Now 


« Glow Worm 

. Have You Heard 
. Side By Side 

18. Oh Happy Day 




















60 POWER TELESCOPE $3.98 


Variable Eyepiece 20x—40x—60x—Brass Bound 

SEW! Three telescopes in one. 3 different 
magnifications. 20 power for 

ultra-bright ey with 40 and 

> tae se mee. 


Mass production enables us to offer 
strument at amazing price of 


Guarantee. We pay postage, Get yours NO 


Criterion Co., Dep't. ALB-S, 331 Church St., pasties 3, Conn. 
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$3. ge. Money Back 





ANSWER TO 
THE CROSSWORD PUZZLE 
ON PAGE 54 
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WHERE TO BUY 
AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


COVER AND “YOU'RE AN OLD SMOOTHIE" 
DRESSES ON PAGES 24-25 











Amarillo, Texas____.________. White and Kirk 
Baltimore, Md.____. a _Stewart & Co. 
Biddeford, Maine_..._-_ vane Dept. Store 
NS see TRE , .Filene’s 
Buffalo, N. Y.._.. “The Wm. senpeter Co. 
Comte, t. 1, 4 t...2 _.Sis-Teen 
Cleveland, Ohio... the Higbee Co. 
Council Bluffs, lowa_.......- John Beno Co. 
Dayton, Ohio _Eider & Johnston Co. 
Denver, Colo. _.The May Co. 
Elizabeth, N. J... RR. «SI. Gooerke Co, 





Fayetteville, N. C..... _Welchmen’ s Big pa 
Greenville, S. C.......__.___________Iwey-Keith Co. 





Indianapolis, Ind... L. S. Ayres & Co. 
Lexington, Ky. _.---..--------- Tots & Teens, Inc. 
Los Angeles, Calif... lock’s 
ES eee 
Minneapolis, Minn. ; Power's 
New Orleans, La... D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
Mow Vark, 6. ¥......... Bloomingdale's 
Owensboro, Ky... : Levy’s, Inc. 
Passaic, N. J......._.___....__.___.Nadler’s Dept. Store 
Philadelphia, Penna... ...Gimbels 
Pittsburgh, Penna. _._.___.. _........Gimbels 
Portsmouth, Va... Sears, Betty & Bob 
Richmond, Va.___...-..._.-........-...----.. Thalhimer’s 


Rochester, N. Y. __......__.__._____National Clothing 
St. Louis, Mo... Seruggs-Vandervoort & Barney 


Salt Lake City, Utah... ...... The Paris Co. 
San Bernadino, Calif......__.._.._._._____._Herris Co. 
Scranton, Penna.._...._._______ Samter Bros. 
Seattle, Wash... Suodusteh & Nelson 
Shenandeah, Penna. _____Childtogs 
Troy, N. Y.__...........-..-.....Wm..H. Frear & Co. 
Wilkes-Barre, Penna. Bergman's 
Williamsport, Penna. Se 


PRIZE PURCHASE DRESS, PAGE 23 


Des Moines, lowa fa Younker’'s 
Detroit, Mich. “Be he J. L. Hudson Co. 
New Orleans, La. D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
ae Wert, OE Fn _...Saks-34th 
Providence, R. |... The Outlet Co. 
ee, FE: Ws chee McCurdy’s 


RUSTLE OF SPRING, PAGE 26 
The Berk Co. Dress 


Baltimore, Md. ______... Hochschild Kohn & Co. 
ee ees Carson, Pirie Scott & Co. 
Cincinnati, Ohio __._.__..._ The H. & $. Pogue Co. 
Hartford, Conn. OG. Fox & Co. 
Jacksonville, Fla...____.___.._._.___._._Furehgott’s, ine. 
New Orleans, La... __D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
Philadelphia, Penna. sss Bonwit Teller 
Portland, Ore. Meier & Frank Co., Inc. 
Richmond, Va. sss Mier & Rhoads 
St. Louis, Mo — Barr Co. 





Washington, DB. C. _. Woodward & Lothrop 


Teena Paige Dress 














Birmingham, Alo. Lo veman’s 
Chicago, Hl. pony Pirie Scott & Co. 
New Orleans, "5 D. H. Hol Co., Ltd. 
New York, N. Y. ord & Taylor 
Pittsburgh, Penna. Joseph Horne Co. 
Salt Lake City, Utah Zz. C. M1 
Wallinaten, ©. C.. nsw _The Hecht Co. 
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| I 


& Co. 


Sa fale’ SPENDING MONEY 


-Teen 
re Co. 


sapere SELLING ONE YEAR’S SUPPLY OF 


ly Co. 


SIRNAS 24 EVERYDAY GREETING CARDS 


& Co. 


an Se ony $20 


-, Utd. 

dale’s 

5, inc. 

Store ’ . : 

— : \ a, YOU DON’T NEED EXPERIENCE TO SELL 

mbels KE ea : ° an0 ® ® 

Bob ; \% - . ae : : These Exclusive, Exciting High Quality Cards... 

“ae . 4a. a) . S x And WE SEND YOU SAMPLES, TOO! 

thing ye It’s easy and it’s fun to make all the extra money you want, just by 

urney : § : 2 showing these lovely assortments of nationally-advertised Wallace 

is Co. 4 n : . Brown Greeting Cards to your friends, neighbors and co- 

is Co. aN . workers. They’ll love this wonderfully convenient way to have 

een . : on hand always the right card for every occasion. Just imagine 
» ; gel offering a wide range of gorgeous assortments, each more beau- 

elson A y Jaa tiful than the next, for every purpose, every event . . . Birthdays, 

dtogs A - & ee < Anniversaries, Get-well, all other occasions...outstanding ex- 

& Co. eo ern clusive designs, carefully selected and matched with warm, 


cheery greetings ...their choice at one $1.00 a box! You'll 


¢ i @ take orders FAST wherever you show them. Send no money. 
man’s 3 ’ = Mail the coupon below NOW for two actual assortments 
y on approval—and start making money right away. 


SEE FOR YOURSELF HOW MUCH MONEY YOU'LL MAKE! 


By selling the “Feature” All-Occa- Besides the “Feature” and “‘All-In- 
sion Assortment—a year’s supply of Fun” Assortments on this page, you 
greeting cards for the average fam- offer many other big everyday assort- 
ily—at only $1.00... you make up ments: Floral Parchment, Easter, Gift 
to 50¢ per box. These cards would bey oy and Gift Ribbon Ensem- 
cost your customers more than $2.00 __ bles, Gift items... Imported Napkins, 
if purchased singly. And they virtu- Children’s Books, many more. They 
ally sell themselves—on sight! all spell BIG PROFITS for you! 


SEND NO MONEY to See These Samples 


Just fill out the coupon below and mail it in, to get your 

' samples of the “Feature” All- Occasion and the “All-In-Fun” 

BIG MON EY-MAKER! Assortments, plus all details about the big money you’re 
going to make, just by showing the Wallace Brown Card 

Ser and Gift Line to friends, neighbors, relatives, co-workers. 


A if. | N < & U N CLUBS, ORGANIZATIONS—Raise money! Fill your treas- 


ury with cash by taking orders for Wallace Brown Cards 
Humorous Assortment and Gift Items from members, friends. Check coupon for 
: samples on approval and details of fund-raising plan. 

A collection of 15 all-new, 


gay and animated humor- WALLACE BROWN, INC., ov vort‘to: Nn ¥"" 


ous cards for Birthdays, 


Baby Birth, Get-Well, | "Baste this coupon on a ormailin | 
i 





occ, There's « thrill in envelope for actual sa sent on approval. 


every card for young and WALLACE BROWN, INC., Dept.M-120 
old alike, an exciting 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N.Y. 
Please rush Two Assortments on approval, and FREE IIlustrated 
adventure . . . clever new Catalog of Wallace Brown Everyday Gresting Card and Gift 
ideas designed with elaborate Line, plus complete money-making 
folds, cut-outs, pop-ups, and novel 
attachments ... all in bright, gay colors and Name 
with warm, laugh-provoking greetings. 
This sensational assortment sells for $1.00. 
YOU make up to 50¢ per box. 








Add 








City & Zone. 








State. 
( ) Check here for Organization Plan. 











THESE 21 ALL-OCCASION 
GREETING CARDS 
YOURS FOR I* 


YOU WON’T BE ASKED 
TO RETURN THEM! 


THEY'RE REALLY YOURS WHEN YOU MAIL COUPON 
BELOW — JUST TO PROVE HOW EASILY 
A FEW SPARE HOURS 


ry 

e can sG fr h| 
KS i 

! Barn incasil: 


Never before a “get-acquainted” offer 

to match this! We want to prove you'll find 

it easy as pie to take orders for exquisitely- 

designed ALL-OCCASION CARDS. And also show 

‘how quickly you can make $50.00 in cash profit—and even 

more—just by spending a few hours now and then taking 

orders from your friends, neighbors and others. So here’s 
the astonishing offer we’re making. 


Beas f 


Fill out and mail the coupon below. We'll promptly send 
you this beautiful new box of All-Occasion Greeting 
Cards as illustrated. Yes, JUST ONE SINGLE PENNY is 
all you pay for 21 beautiful cards and envelopes that 
would usually retail at $2 to $3 if bought separately. 


YOURS TO SHOW FRIENDS AND OTHERS—AND ALL YOU OWE IS JUST Ic 


The reason we're making this unheard-of le Offer is to 























aoe wens o> 
S” Guaranteed by ™ 
Good Housekeeping 
Las soveenste wee 


HERE’S WHAT YOU 
GET FOR Ic 


RAISE FUNDS 
FOR YOUR GROUP! 


Ask for Special 
Plans that show 


10 Birthday Cards 

6 Get-Well Cards 

1 Anniversary Card 

1 Congratulations 

1 Baby Congratulations 
1 Sympathy Card 


make more people familiar with our money-making plan. Once 
you see these cards and behold their true beauty, we’re sure 
you'll say to yourself, “Those cards will sell like wildfire. Every 
family I know will want to buy cards from me. I’m going to use 


my spare time to make lots of extra spending money by showing 
~999 


them and taking profitable orders!” Just to prove it, we’re will- 
ing to “give” you one box for a penny. 


PASTE COUPON ON POSTCARD — MAIL TODAY! 


ONLY ONE TO A FAMILY! LIMITED OFFER! 
ed + ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. 


i 
1 248 Way St., Elmira, N. Y. : 


you how to raise 
money for your 
church, club or 
society. 


1 Friendship Card 
21 Envelopes 




















Naturally, this offer is strictly limited 
and includes additional Greeting Card Assort- 
ments ON APPROVAL, together with complete 
MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE Personal- 
ized Imprint Samples. But you must hurry— 
this offer may not be repeated. 


ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. 


248 Way Street, Elmira, New York 
in Conada, write 103 Simcoe St., Toronto 1, Ont. a © Check here for Special FUND-RAISING Plan for church, club or organization. 


: I accept your wonderful offer. Send your sample assortments ON APPROVAL, plus © 

ONE BOX OF ALL-OCCASION Cards for which I owe you the special introductory , 
a Price of only 1¢. Also include FREE Personalized Imprint Samples. I’m sincerely 
§ interested in making money in spare time. i 


Name. 





Address. 





City & Zone State 











